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The fir ft part of the Conten- 

tiott of the two Famous Houfes of Yorty 

and Lancafter, with the death of 
the good Duke Humfrey . 



enter at one doore,King &»U tbe C ,xt > an j HumfreyDuty of C bee- 
fier the Duty ofSomerfet , the Duty of Buckingham, Cardinal 



Enter at the other doore, the Duty 

folty, M d Queen Margaret , and tty Earle ofSalubury aadWar- 
rricty. 

Suffolk ! . 

1 5 by your high Impcriall Maicftics command^ 

\l had in charge at my depart for France, 

;As Procurator for your Excellence, 
p fo marry Princes Margaret for your Grace j 
. So in the ancient famous Citty T owers, 

In prefence of the Kings of France and Cjffile, 

The Dukes oiOrleance , Calabar fBritaine, and jilenfin. 

Seuen Earles, tw clue Barons, and twenty reuerend By (hops, 

I did performe my taske, and was efpoufd. 

And now, moft humbly on my bended knees, 

In fight of England and hettoyall Peeres, 

Deliuer vp my title in the Queene 
Vntoyour gracious Excellence, that are the fubftance 
Of that great fhadow I did reprefent : 




v/i uitit givav aiauvst * vu\» ■ 

The happieft gift that eucr Marquefle gaue, 
Thcfaircft Queene that euet King pofieft. 
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The contention of the two fomoui Houfet 

Xing. Suffolk/ info. 

Welcome Qyeene Margaret to Engliftv Henries Court, 

The greateft fhew ofkindnefleyet we can beftow. 

Is this kinde kifle : O gracious God of heauen. 

Lend me a heart repleate with thankcfulneflc. 

For in this beauteous face thou haft beftowd 
A world of pleafures to my perplexed foule. 

Jffueene. Th’exceffiuelouc 1 bcare vntoyour Grace, 

Forbids me to be Iauifh of my tongue, 

Lcaft I (hould fpeake more then befeemes a woman «• 

Let this fuffice,my bliffc is in your liking. 

And nothing can make poore Margaret mifcrable, 

Vnlefle the frowne of mighty Englands king,^ 

King. Her lookes did wound,but now her fpeech dotirpierce 
Louely Queenc Margaret fitdowne by my fide : 

And VnkleGloftcr.andyou Lorldly Pceres, 

With one voyce welcome my beloued Queene. 

AH. Long liuc Queene Margaret, Englands happinefle. 
Qu/ene. We thankeyou all. Sound trumpets 

Suffolk/. My Lord Prote&or, fo it pleafc your Grace, 

Heere are the Articles confirmd, ofpcace 
Betweene our Soueraigne and the French king Charier, 

Till terme of eighteene months be full expir’d. 

Hum. Inprimu, It is agreed betweene the French Arles 

and ITilliam de la Pole Marqucflc of Suffolk/, Embafladorfor 
Henry king of England, that the faid cHenry fhal wed & clpoufe 
the Lady Margaret , daughter to RaynardKmg of Naples, Cyffsls, 
and lerufittemr) and cro wne her Queenc of England, ere the thir- 
ty day of the next month. . 

Item, It is further agreed betweene them, that the DutchefTe 
of Anioy and of Maine, l hall be releafed and deliuered ouerto 
the King her fa—— — — — 

Duke Httmfrey lets it fall. 

King. How now vnckle, whats the matter that you ftay fo fo- 
dainly. 

Hum. Pardon ray Lord, a fodaine qualme came ore my heart, 
which dimraes mine eyes that I can rcade no more.. 

My 



oftorhe AndUncAHer; 

W r ^rUem^Itu'further agreed betweene them, that the Out- 
Tft 'of Anioy and of Marne, fhall bee releafed and deliuered o- 
tfo the Sher father, and flie fent ouer oftheking ofEng- 
JT j. owne proper coft and charges, without dowry. 

1 line They pleafc vs well. Lord Marqucflc kncele downe : we 

heere create thee firft Duke of Suffolke, and girt thee with the 
Lord. Cofin of Yorke, wee heere difebarge your Grace from 
being Regent in the parts of/to*»«ytill terme of 1 8 . months be 

^ThankJvncklc mnchefier,Clofier,Tor\>e^ Buckingham, So. 
nterfet, Salisbury, and Warwick/. 

We thanke you for all this great fauour done, 

In entertainment to my Princely Queene, 

Come let vs in, and with allfpeede prouide 
To fee her Coronation be performd. 

Exit Kino, Queene, and Suffolk e, & Duke Humphrey 

fiayes all the reft . 

Hunt. BrauePeeres of England, pillcrs of the State, 

To you Duke Humphrey muft vnfold his greefe. 

What did my brother Henry toile himfelfe. 

And wafte his fubie&s for to conquer France l 
And did my brother Bedford fpend his time, 

To keepc in, awe that flout vnruly Realme? 

And hauc not I and mine vnckle Bewfirdhctrc, 

Done all we could to keepe that land in peace ? 

And is all our labours then fpent quite in vaine ? 

For Suffolke he, the new made Duke that rules the roaft, 

Hath giuerraway for our King Henries QQeene, 

The DutchefTe of Anioy and Moyne vnto her father. 

Ah Lords, fatall is this marriage, cancelling our ftates, 

Rcuerfing monuments of conquered France , 

Vndoing all, as none had nere beene done. 

Card, Why how now cofin Glofter,what needs this? 

As if our King were bound vnto your will. 

And might not 4ohis'WiU without youtleaue. 

Proud Protector, enuy in thine eyes 1 fee, 
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The contention of- the tree famous Houfes , 

Thebig fwolne venome of thy hatefull heart. 

That dares prefume gainft that thy Soueraigne like*. 

Hum. Nay my Lords, tis not my words that troubles you 
But my prefence, proud Prelate as thou art : 1 * 

But ile be gone, and giuc thee leaue to (peake. 

Fareweli my Lords, and fay when I am gone, 

I prophefied France would be loft erelong. 

Card. There goes our Prote&or in a rage.^** 

My Lords you know he is my great enemy. 

And though he be Protestor of the Land, * 

And thereby couers his deceitfull thought*. 

For you well fee, if he but walke the ftreetes. 

The common people fwarme about him ftraight. 

Crying Iefus blefle your royall excellence,* ' 

With God preferue the good Duke Humfrey , 

And many things befides that are not knowne. 

Which time will bring to light in fmooth duke Humfrey 
But I will after him, and ifl can, J ' * 

lie lay a plot to heauc him from his feate, 

„ , _ , , Exit Cardinal!. 

Buck. But let vs watch this haughty Cardinall, 

Cofin ofSomerfet be rulde by me, 

Wcelc watch duke Humfrey and the Cardinall too. 

And put them from the marke they faine would hit. 

Sower Th ankes cofin 'Buckingham, ioyne thou with me. 
And both ofvs with the duke otSuffolke, 

Week quickly heaueduke Humfrey fromhis feate. i 

Buck _ Content, come then let vs about it ftraight 

For cither thou or I will be Protcaor. 6 ' 

c , n . , Ex it Buckingham and Somerfet. 

. ffg Pride went before, ambition followcs after. 

Whilft thefe do feeke their owne preferments thus, 

Mv Lords let vs feeke for our Countries good: 

Oft haue I feene this haughty Cardinall 
Swearc.and forfwcare himfelfc, and brauo it out 
More like a Ruffian then a man of the Church. * 

Cofine 



forks and Lancafter, 

Cofin Torke, the vi&ories thou haft wonne. 

In Ireland, Normandy, and in France, 

Hath wonne thee immortall praife in England. 

And thoubraue Warrtscke, my thrice valiant fonne. 

Thy Ample plainnefle and thy houfe -keeping. 

Hath won thee credit amongft the common fort. 

The reuerenec of mine age,and Neuels name. 

Is of no little force ifl command. 

Then let vs ioyne all three in one for this. 

That good duke Humfrey may his ftate poffefle. 

But wherefore weepes Wamicke my noble fonne. 

War. For greefe that all is loft that Warwicks won, 

Sonnes. Anioy and Maine, both giuen away at once. 

Why Warwickjhd win them, 8c mull that then which we wonne 
with our fwords,be giuen away with words. 

York*- As 1 haue read, our Kings ofEngland were wont to haue 
large dowries with their wiucs, but our king Henry giues a- 
way his owne. 

Saif. Come fonnes away and looke vnto the maine. 

War. Vnto the 'JMaine, Oh father Maine is loft. 

Which warwicke by maineforce did win from France, 

Maine chance father you meant, but I meant Maine, 

Which I will win from France, or elfe bee flaine. 

Exit Salisbury and Warwick*. 

Torke. Anioy and Marne, both giuen vnt© the French, 

Cold nevves for me, for I had hope of France, 

Eucn as I haue of fertile England. 

A day will come when Torke ftiall claimc his owne. 

And therefore I will take the Neuels pa*rts. 

And make a (hew ofloue to proud duke Humfrey % 

And when 1 Ipy aduantage, claime theCrowne, 

Forthats the golden marke I feeke to Jtit : 

Nor (hall proud Lancafler vfurpe my right. 

Nor hold the Scepter in his childifh fift, 

Nor weare the diadem vpon his head, 

Whofe Church-like humors fits not for a Crowne s 
Then Yorke be ftill awhile till time doe ferue, 

A * Watch-, 
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The contention of the two famous Houfes, 

Watch thou, and wake when others be afleepe. 

To pry into the fecrets of the ftatc. 

Till Henry furfetting in ioyes ofloue. 

With his new Bride, and Englands deere bought Qitcene, 

And Humjrey with the Peeres be falnc at iarres, 

Then will I raife-aloft the milke-white Rofe, 

With whofe fweec fmell the ayre fhall be perfumde. 

And in my Standard bcarethe Armes ofTi»%, 

To grapple with the houfe of Lane after : 

And force perforce, file make him yeclde the Crowne, 

Whofe bookilh rule bath Puld fairc England downe. 

Exitrorke, 

Enter Tluke Humjrey, and DameEUanor, 

■ Cobh am bis wife. 

Elnor. Why droopes my Lord like ouer-ripened Come 
Hanging the head at Ceres plenteous loatf. 

What l'cc ft thou Duke Humjrey King Henries Crowne? 

Reach at it, and if thine arme bee too fhort. 

Mine fhall lengthen it. Art thou not a Prince? 

V nckle to the King? and his Protestor ? 

Then what fhouldft thou lacke that might content thy minde ? 

Hum. My louely Nell, farre be it from my heart. 

To thinkc of treafons gainft my Soueraigne Lord, 

But I was troubled with a dreame to night. 

And God I pray, it do betide none ill. 

Elnor. What dreamt my Lord ? Good Humjrey tell it me. 
And ile interpret it : and’when thats done, 
lie tell thee then what I did dreame to night. 

Hum. Thi? night when I was laid in bed, I dreamt 
That this my ftaffe, mine Office badge in Court, 

Was broke in twaine, by whom I cannot gefle : 

But as I thinkc by the Cardinall. What it bodes 
God knowes ; and on the ends were plac’d 
The heads of Edmund D uke of Somerjet , 

And fYilliamde la Pole fir ft Duke of Sujfolkf . 

Elnor. Tu(h 
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Torke and Latte After. 

Elnor. Tufh my Lord, this fignifies nought but this. 

That he that breakes a fticke of Glofters groue. 

Shall for the offence make forfet ofhis head. 

But now my Lord ile tell you what I dreamt, 

Methought I was in the Cathedrall Church 
At Weftminfter, and feated in the chaire 
Where Kings and Queenes are crown’d, and at my feete 
Henry and Margaret with a Crowne of Gold, 

Stood ready to fet it on my Princely head. 

Hum. Vic Nell. Ambitious woman as thou art. 

Art thou not fecond woman in this land. 

And the Protestors wife i belou’d of him i 
And wilt thou ftill be hammering treafon thus ? 

Away I fay, and let me hcare no more. 

Elnor . How now my Lord, what angry with your Nell 
For telling but her dreame ? The pext I haue 
Ile keepe it to my felfe,and not be rated thus. 

Hum . Nay Nell jilt giue no credit to a dreame. 

But I would haue thee to thinke on no fuch things. 

Enter a UHejfenger. 

Meff. And it pleafe your Grace,the King and Queen to mor- 
row morning will ride a hawking to $. Albones, & craues your 
company along with them. 

Hum. With all my heart} I will attend his Grace. 

Come Nell, thou will go with vs I am furc. 

Exit Humjrey. 

Elnor. Ile come after you, for I cannot go before. 

As long asGlofter bcares this bafeand humble minde : 

Were I a man, and Prote&or as he is, 

I’de reach to’th Crowne, or make fomehop headlefte. 

And being but a woman, ile not bchitide 

For playing of my part, in fpite of all that feek to croffe me thus: 

Who is within there? 

Enter jit John Hum. 

What Sir Iohn Hum, what newes with you ? 

B Sir Iohn. 
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Sir lohn. Icfus preferue your Maiefty. 

Elnor. My Maiefty : why man, I am but Gra<*e. 

Sir lohn. I, but by the grace of God, and Hums aduice, 

Tour Graces ftate (hall be aduanc’d ere long. _ 

Elnor. What, haft thou conferr’d with Margery Iourdain ,the 
cunning witch of Rye , with Roger Eullenbrooke and the reft ? and 
Hvill they vndertake to do me good i 

Sir lohn. 1 hauc Madam, and they haue promifed me to raife 
a fpirit from depth of vnder ground, that (hall tell your Grace 
all queftions you demand. 

Elnor. Thankes good fir lohn. 

Some two dayes hence I geffe will fit our time, 

Then fee that they be heere : 

For no w the King is riding to Saint Albones, 

And all the Dukes and Earles along with him. 

When they be gone, then fafely may they come. 

And on the backe fide of my Orchard heere, 

There caft their Spelles in filence of the night, 

And fo refolue vs of the thing we wifh ; 

Till when, drink e that for my fake, and fo farewell. 

Exit ZUnor, 

Sir John. Now fir lohn Hum, No words but mum. 

Seale vp your lips, for you muft filent be : 

Thcfe gifts ere long will make me mighty rich. 

The Dutcheffe flic thinkes now that all is well. 

But I hauc Gold comes from another place. 

From one that hyred me to fee her on. 

To plot thefe treafons gainft the King and Peeres ; 

And that is the mighty Duke of Suffolke. • i ; : - ' 

For he it i s, but I muft not fay fo. 

That by my meanes muft worke the Dutcheffe fall, 

W ho now by Coniurarions thinkes to rife. 

But whift fir no moreofthat I tro, 

For feare you lofe your head before you go. n Exit 

Enter two Petitioners, and Peter the Armourers man, 
i . Petit, Come firs lets linger here abouts a while, 



Yorke and Lancaster, 

Vntill my Lord Protedor come this way. 

That we may (kew his Grace our leuer rll caufes. 

i.Petit. I pray God faue the Good Duke Humfries life. 

For but for him a many were vndone. 

That cannot get no fuccour in the Court. 

But fee where he comes with the Queene. 

Enter the Duke of Suffolke with the Queene, and they take 
him for Duke Humfrey, andgiues 
him their writings . 

i .Petit, Oh we are vndone, this is the Duke of Suffolke, 
guecne. Now good-fellows,whom would you fpeak withal? 
a./Vr/r.IfitpleafeyourMaieftie, with my Lord Protc&ors 
Grace. 

Quj Are your fuites to his Grace ? Let vs fee them firft, 
Lookconthcm my Lord of Suffolke, 

Suffolke. A Complaint againft the Cardinals man. 

What hath he done? 

2 * Petit. Marry my Lord, he hath ftole away my wife* 

And th’are gone together,and 1 know not where to finde them. 

Suff. , Hath he ftole thy wifefthat’s fome iniury indeede. 

But what fay you i 

Peter Thumpe. Marry fir I come to tell you, that my Mayfter 
faide, that the Duke of Yorke was true heire to the Crown, and 
that the King was an vfurer. 

Queene. An vfurper thou wouldft fay. 

Peter. I forfooth,an vfurper. 

Queene. Didft thou fay the King was an vfurper ? 
frw.Noforfoothjlfaidemymaifter faide fo, th other day 
when wee werefcowring itheDuke of Yorkcs armour in our 
Garret. 

I marry, this is fomethine like. 

Who’s within there? 

_ Enter one or two. 

irra > ta * c this fellow, and keepe him clofc, 

B* And 







The contention of the two famous Houfes t 

And fend out a Purfeuant for his matter ftraight, 

Wecle hecre more of this thing before the King. 

Exit with the Armorers men, 
NowSir, what’s yours i Let roe fee it. 

What’s hcere i 

A complaint againft the Duke of Suffolkc, for endofing the 
commons of long Melford. 

How now fir knaue. • 

i t p e tit. I befeech your Grace to pardon me, I am but a Mef. 
fenger for the whole towne-fhip. 

He teares the Papers. 

Suffolk. So now fihew your petitions to Duke Humfrey. 
Villain es get you gone, 3nd come not ncere the Court, 

Dare thele peiants write againft me thus ? 

Exit Petit toners.. 

ffueene. My Lord of Suffolke you may fee by this. 

The Commons loues vnto that haughty Duke, 

That feckes to him more then to King Henry ; 

Whofe eyes are alwaies poring on his bookc. 

And nere regards the honor of his name. 

But ftill mutt be protefted like a childe, 

And gouerned by that ambitious Duke, 

That fcarfe will mooue his cap to fpeake to vs, 

And his proud wife, high-minded Sian or. 

That ruffles it with fuch a troope of Ladies, 

As ftrangersin the Court take her for ^ueene: 

She bearcs a Dukes whole rcuennewes on her backe« 

The other day lire vanted to her maides. 

That the very traine of her word gowne. 

Was worth more wealth then all my fathers landes. 

Can any greefe of minde be like to this? 

I tell thee Pole , when thou didft run at Tilt, 

And ftolft away our Ladies hearts in France, 

I thought King Henry had bene like to thee. 

Or elfe thou hadft not brought me out of France. 

Suff. Madam, content your felfe a little while. 

As I was caufc of your . comining into England, 
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Yorke and Lone After, 

So will I in England werke your full content % 

And as for proud Duke Humfrey and his wife, 

I haue let lime twigs that will entangle them. 

As that your Grace ere long fhall vnderftand. 

But ttay Madame, heere comes the King. 

Enter King Henrie, and the Duke of Yerke and t he Duke of Sommer * 
fet on both Jides of the King, whitfering with him : Then entereth 
‘Duke Humphrey, DameElanor , the Duke of 'Buckingham, the 
Earle of Salisbury , the Earle of Warwicke, andthe (fardinall of 
yyinchefter . 

King. My Lords I care not who be Regent in France, or York; 
or Somerfet, all’s one tome. 

York;. My Lord, if York; haue ill demean’d himfelfe, 

Ler Somerfet enioy his place,and go to Fraunce. 

Sm.Thea whom your grace thinkes worthy, let him goe 3 
And there be made the Regent ouer the French. 

Warwick;. Wbomfoeuer you account worthy, 

Yorlfc, is the worthieft. 

Card. Peace Warwick;, giue thy betters leaue to fpeake. 

War. The Cardnal's not my better in the fielde. 

Buck. All in this place are thy betters farre. 

War. And Warwick; may liuc to be beft of all.- 
Qtuene. My Lord in mine opinion, it were beft that Somerfet : 
were Regent ouer France. 

Hum, Madame, our Hingis olde enough himfelfe. 

To giuc his anfwcr without your confent. 

Queene. If he be old enough, what needs your Grace 
To be Proteftor ouer him fo long. 

Hum. Madam, I am but Proteftor ore the Land, 

And when it pleafe his Grace, I will refigne my charge. 

Suffolk?. Refigne it then, for fince thou waft a King 
( As who is King but thee:) the common ftate 
Doth as we fee,all wholly go to wracke. 

And Millions of treafure hath beene fpent* 

And as for the Regentftiip of France, 

B#* I: 
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I fay Somerjet is more worthy then York?. 

York ?, lie tell thee5»jfa% why I am not worthy, 

Becaufe I cannot flatter as thou canft. 

War. And yet the worthy deeds that JV/^hath doi.e. 

Should make him worthy to be honoured heere. 

Suf. Peace head-ftrong Warwick?. 

War. Image of pride, wherefore fhould I peace? 

Suf, Becaufe heere is a man accufde of Treafon, 

Pray God the Duke of York? do clearc himfelfe. 

Ho, bring hither the Armourer and his man. 

Enter the Armourer and his man. 

If it pleafe your Grace, this fellow here, hath accufed his matter 
of high Treafon, and his wordcs were thefe: That the Duke cf 
York? was lawfull heire vnto the Crowne, and that your Grace 
was an vfurper. 

York e. I befeech your Grace let him haue what punniftiment 
the Law will affoord for his villany. 

King. Come hither fellow, didft thou fpeake thefe words ? 

Arm. An’t fhall pleafe your worfhip, 1 neutr fayde any fuch 
matter, God is my witnefle, I am falfely accufed by this villen 
heere. 

Peter. Tis no matter for that, you did fay fo. 

York e. I befeech your Grace, let him haue the Law. 

Armorer, Alas matter, hang me if euer I fpake the words. My 
accufer is my prentice, and when I did corre£ him for his fault 
the other day, he did vow vpon his knees that he wuuld be euen 
with mee : I haue good witnefle of this, and therefore I befeech 
your worfliip do not caft away an honeft man for a villaines ac« 
cufation. 

King. Vnclc Glofter, what do you thinke of this i 

Hum. The law my. Lord is this by cafe, it refts CufpitioUS, 
That a day of combate be appointed. 

And there to try each others right or wrong, 

With Eben ftaues and Sandbags, combatting 
In5mithficld,bcforeyour.royall Maiefty Exit Humfrtj. 

^Armour. And I acccp c the combate willingly. 
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Yorkeand Lane Alley. '■ 

Peter. Alafle my Lord, I am not able for to fight. 

Suf. You mutt either fight firra, or elfc be hang’d : 

Go take them hence againe to prifon. Exit with thenu. 

The Queene lets fall hergloue , and hits the Dutcheffe of 
Glofter , a boxe on the earc. 

Quecne. Giue me my gloue. Why Minion can you not fee ? 

Shee ftr ikes her. 

I cry you mercy Madam, I did miftake, 

I did not thinke it had bene you. 

Elnor. Did you not proud French-woman e 
Could I come neere your dainty vifage with my nayles, 

]’de fet my ten command’ments in your face. 

King. Be patient gentle Auut, 

It was againtther will, 

Elnor. Againft her will. Good King fhecTI dandle thee, 

If thou wilt alwayes thus be rul’d by her. 

But let it reft : as fure as I do liue. 

She ftiall not ftrike Dame £/»cr vnreueng’d. ! . 

Exit Elnor.:. 

King. Beleeue me my loue, thou wert much too blame : . 
jWOUld notfor athoufand poundsof Gold, 

My Noble Vnckle had bcenc heere in place, , 

Enter Duke Humfreji 

But fee where he comes : I am glad he met her noi, 

V nkle Glofter, what anfwcr makes your Grace, 

Concerning our Regen t for the Realmeof France,' 

Whom thinkes your Grace is meeteft for to fend. 

Hum. My gracious Lord, then this is my refolue. 

For that thefe words the Armourer fhould fpeake, 

Doth brcede fufpition on the part ofYorkc, 

Let Sonierfct be Regent oretbeFrench, 

Till trials made, and f orke may cleare himfelfe. 

King, Thenbe it fo, my Lord ofSomcrfet, 

We make your Grace Regent ouer the Freacb,' 

And to defend our right ‘gainft fomiaefoese 
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The contention of the tm fAmomHouJes t 
And fo do good vnto the-Realme of France. 

Make haft my Lord, tis time that you were gone, 

The time oftrucc I thinke is fullexpir’d. 

Sower. I humbly thanke your royall Maiefty, 

And take my leauc to pofte with fpeed to France. 

Sxit Somerfett 

King. Come Vnkle Glofter.now let’s haueourhorfe. 

For we will to Saint Albones prefen tly. 

Madam your Hawke they fay is fwift of (light. 

And wc will try how (he w ill fly e to day. otmts, 

Enter ELamjmtb Sir lohn Hum , Roger Bullenkrooke a Centum, 
and Margery leurdaine a Witch. 

Elnor . Heere hr John, take this fcrole of paper here. 
Wherein is writ the queftions you (hall aske. 

And I will ftand vpon this T ower heere, 

Andhearc the fpirit what it fayes to you ; 

And to my queftions, write the anfwcrs downe. 

She goes vp to the Tower. 

Sir lohn. Now firs begin, and caft your fpels about, 

A nd charme the fiendes for to obey your wils. 

And tell Dame Elnor of the thing (he askes. 

Witch. Then Roger Bullenbrooke about thy taske. 

And frame a circle heere vpon the earth, 

Whilftl thereon all profttate on my face. 

Do talke and whifper with the Diuels below., 
Andconiuretherftfortoobeymy will. , V 

Sbee lyes dovone ■vpon htrfatt 

. Bullenbrooke makes a Circle. 

Bullen, Darke night, dread ni gh r, the filence of the night. 
Wherein the Furies maske inhellifh troupes, a d j .■ ' 

Send vp I charge you tiomSoftttu Lake, i,% . 

The fpirit Afcalon to coraeto mee, 

T o pierce the bowels ofthisCentricke earth. 

And hither come in twinkling of an cy#> 

JfCAlOK 
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A/calon, Affenda, ajfenda. , 

Jt Thunders and Lightens ,ana then the ffirite 
rifeth vp. 

ftririt. Now Bullenbrooke what wouldft thou haue me doe ? 
Bullen. Firft of the King, what (hall becomeSofhim ? 
fftirit. The Duke yet hues, that Henry (hall depofe, 
fiut him out-liue, and dye a violent death. 

Bullen. What fate awaites the Duke of Suffolk^, 
fpirit. By water (hall he die, and take his end. 

Bullen. What (hall betide the Duke of Somerfet ? 
fpirit. Let him (hun Caftles, fafer (hall he be vpon the fandy 
plaines, then where Caftles mounted ftand : 

Now queftion me no more, for I muft hence againe. 

, He fnkes downe againe. 

Bullen. Then downe 1 fay, vnto the damned poole. 

Where Pluto in his fiery waggon fits. 

Riding amidft the findg’d and parched fmoakes. 

The rode of Dytas by the Riuer Stix : 

There howle and ourne for euerinthofe flames. 

Rife lourdaine rife, and flay thy charming Spels. 

ZminHc wr are Hetrairle. 



Enter the Duke of Yorke, and the Duke of ‘Bucking- 
ham, and others . 

■ Yorke. Come firs,lay hands on them, and binde them fure; 
This time was well watcht. What Madame are you there# 
This will be great credit for your husband. 

That you are plotting treafons thus with Coniurers, 

The King (hall haue notice of this thing. 

Exit Bluer about. 

Tuck . See heere my Lord, what the diuell hath writ. 
JV^e.Giueit me my Lord,Ilclhew it to the King : 

Go firs, fee them faft loekt in prifon. 

Exit with them, 

Buckyng . My Lord, I pray you let me go pofte vnto the King, 
Vnto S. AIbones,to tell this newes. 

York?. Content. Away thcn,about it ftraieht. 

C M 
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The contention of the wo/antous Houfes , 

Jfcdb Farewell my Lord. 

E*-/> 'Buckingham, 

Yorke. Whole within there ? 

£«/er <we. 

0«c.MyLord. 

Tor^f. Sirrah, go will the Earles ofSalsbory and Warwick to 
(up with me to night. Exit Yorke, 

One, 1 will my Lord. Exit, 

Enter the King and Qufene with her Hawke on her fifi , and Duke 
Humfrey and Suffolk e, and the Cardinally at if 
they came from Hawking , 

gueene. My Lord, how did your grace like this latt flight? 
But as I caft her offthe windedid rife. 

And twas ten to one, old lone had not gone out. 

Kmg. How wonderfull the Lords workes are on earth, 

Euen in thefe filly creatures of his hands, 

Vnkic GIofter,how hye your hawke did fore. 

And on a fodaine fouc’d the Partridge downe. 

S«jf.No maruell ifit pleafe your Maiefty, 

My Lord Prote&ors hawkes do towrc fo well. 

They know their matter fores a Faulcons pitch. 

Hum. Faith my lord, it’s but a bafe minde, 

That fores no higher then a bird can fore. 

Card.l thought your Grace would be aboue the clouds. 
Hum. I my Lord Cardinall, were it not good 
Your grace could fly toheauen. 

Card . Thy hcauen is onearth, thy words and thoughts beate 
on a Crowne, proud Protc&or, dangerous Peere,to fmoothe it 
thus with King and Commonwealth. 

Hum, How now my Lord, why this is mote then needs, church 
men fo hot? Good v tickle can you do’t. 

Suf. Why not, hailing fo good a quarrcll,and fo bad a cauft? 
Hum. As how, my Lord ? 

Suf. As you, my Lord, and t’likc your Lordly Lordes Prote- 
fiorftiip# 

Hum* Why Suffolkc, England knovves thyinlolcncc. 



Yorke and Lancafler. 

Queene. And thy ambition Gl otter, 

fc,»g, Ceafe gentle Qneene, and whette not on thefe furious 
Lords to wrath, for blefled are the peace-makers on earth. 

Card. Let me be blefled for the peace I make, 

^aainft this proud Protc&or with my fword. 

°Hum. Faith holy Vnkle, I would it were come to that. 

Card. Euen when thou dar’ft. 

Hum, Dare: I tel thee Prieft,Plantagenets could neuer brook 
the dare. 

Card. I am Plantagenct as well as theu, and fonne to Iohn of 
Gaunt. 

Hum. In baftardy. 

Card: I fcorne thy words. 

Hum: Make vppe no fa&ious numbers, but euen in thine owne 
perfon meete me at the Eaftend of the groue. 

Card: Here’s my hand, I will. 

King: Why how now Lotds ? . 

Card, Faith Cofin Glofter,had not your man caft off fo foone, 
we had had more fporc to day, Come with thy i'word and Buck- 
ler. 

Hum: Cods mother Prieft He fhaue your crowne. 

Card: Protetftor, protedf thy felfe well. 

King The winde growes high, fo doth your chollcr Lords, 

Enter one crying a miracle , a miracle , . 

How now? Now firra,what miracle is it ? 

One. And it pleafe your Grace, there is a man that came blind 
to S. A!bone$,and hath receiued his fight at the fihrine. 

King Go fetch him hether, that wee may glorifie the lord with 
him. 

Enter the Mam of Saint Albdnes,and his Brethren , with Afti- 
fcl.e, bearing the man that had bene blind between 
two in a chaire 

King: Thou happy man, giue God eternall praife. 

For he it is that thus hath helped thee: 

Where waft thou borne i 

Poore man,ht barwtckf pleafe your Maiefty in the North. 

C 2 Hunt. 
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Hum. At Batwicke, and come thus firre for helpe. 

•Poore man . 1 fir, it was told me in my fleepe. 

That fweete Saint Albones (hould giue me my fight againe.. 
Hum. What are lame too ? 

P.man.l jndeede fir, God helpe me. 

Hum. How camft thou lame ? 

•P. man. With falling off a plum tree. 

Hum. Wert thou blind & would climb plumtreesr 
P. man. Neuer but once fir in all my hfe, 

My wife did long for plummes. 

Hum. But tell me,wert thou borne blinde ? 
p.man. 1 truly fir. 

Woman. 1 indeed fir, he was borne blinde. 

Hum. What art thou his mother ? 

W'oman. His wife fir. 

Hum. Hadft thou becne his mother. 

Thou couldft haue better tolde. 

Why let me fee, I thinke thou canft not fee yet* 

V.man. Yes truly maftcr, as deare as day. 

Hum. Sayft thou fo: what colour's his doake t 
?. man , Red mafter,as red as blood. 

Hum. And his doake ? 

Panan. Why that’s greene. 

Hum. And what colour’s his hofe? 

P. man. Yellow matter, yellow as gold. 

Hum. And what colour’s my Gowne ? 

P.»M».Blackefir,asblackeasIet. 

King. Then belike he knowes what colour iet is on. 

Suf. And yet I thinke let did he neuer fee. 

Hum. But dokes & gowns ere this day many a one. 

But tell me firra,what’s my name t 
P.man. Alas matter I know not. 

Hum. What’s his name ? 

P.man.l know not. 

Hum. Nor his ? 

P.man. No truly fir. 

Hum. Nor his name ? 
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P.man. No indeede matter. 

Hum. Whats thine owne name ? 
p.man. Sander, and itpleafeyou maifter. 

Hum. Then Sander fit there, the lyingeft knaue in Chriften- 
dom. If thou hadft bene borne blinde, thou mightft afwcl haue 
knowne all our names, as thus to name thefeuerall colours wee 
do weare. Sight may diftinguifti of colours,but fodainly to no- 
minate them all, it is impoflible. My Lords,* S. Albones heere 
hath done a miracle,# would you not think his cunning to bee 
great, that could reftore this Cripple to his legs againef 
P. man. Oh matter I would you could. 

Hum. My Matters of S . Albones, 

Hauc you not Beadles in your Towne, 

And things call’d whippes? 
c Mayor. Yes my Lord, if it pleafe your Grace. 

Hum. Then fend for one prefently. 

Maior. Sirra, gofctch the Beadle hither ftraight. Exit one. 
Hum. Now fetch me a ftoole hither by and by. 

Now firra, if you meane to faue your felfe from whipping, 

Leape me oucr this ftoole, and runne away. . 

Enter a’Eeadle, 

P. man. Alas matter I am not able to ftand alone. 

You go about totorture me in vaine. * 

Hum. Well fir, we mutt haue youfindc your legges. 

Sirra Beadle, whip him till he leape ouer that fame ftoole. 

Bead/e. I will my Lord, come on firra, off with your Doublet 



Pooreman. Alas matter what fliallldo, f am notable to ftand. 

After the Beadle hath h,t him one ur he, he leapet ouer the ftoole , and 
rack! they *** c V'»g * Mjracle, a CMj- 

thr™.’ ^ miracI '> ai J llracI e, let him be taken againe, and whipte 
£ T,f L™? Matk ' t r ° W “' J* h ' **» - Bariick. w£ 
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He hath made the blindc to fee,and halt to goe. | 

Humph. I, but you did greater wonders, whe you made whole 
Dukedomes flye in a day. 

Witneflc France. 

jCi»g.Haue done I fay , and let me heare no more of that. 
Enter the : D»ke of 'Buckingham. 

What newes brings Duke Humfrey of Bucktnghanui 
Buckj,\l\ newes for Tome my Lord,and this it is. 

That proud dame Elnor our Protestors Wife, 

Hath plotted Trcafons gainft the King and Peeres, 

By witchcrafts, forcerics>and coniurings, 

Who by fuch mcanes did raife a fpirit vp. 

To tell her what hap fhould betide the State, 

But ere they had finifht their diucllifh drift. 

By 2V^*and my felfe they were all furprizde. 

And heercs the anfwere the diuell did make to them. 

K wg.Firft of the King, what fhall become of him? 
Reads.The Duke yet liues,that7*»ry fhall depofe. 

Yet him out-liue.and die a violent death. 

Gods willbe done in ail. 

What fate awaits the Duke of Suffolkef 
By water fhall he die and take his end. 

Suffolk f. By water muff the Dukeof Suffolk^ die? 

It muft be fo,or elfe the diuell doth lie. 

Kwg.Yxt Somerset fhun Cables, 

For fafer fhall he be vpon the Tandy plaines. 

Then where Cartles mounted ftand. 

Card.Hcttts good ftuffe,how now my Lord Protestor, 
This newes I think c hath turndyour weapons point, 

I am in doubt y oule fear (el y keepe your promife. 

HumphS* o rbeare ambitious Prelate to vrge my greefe, 
And pardon me my gracious Soueraigne, 

For heerelfwearc vnto your Maiefty, unnr. i\ 

That I am guiltlefTe ofthefehainous crimes 
Which my ambitious wife hath falfly done. 

And for (he would betray her foueraigne Lord, 

I heerc renounce her from my bed andboord. 
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Andleaueher open for the law to iudge, 

Vnleffe Ihe cleare her felfe of this foule deed. 

King.Comc my Lords, this night weele lodge in S.Albontt 
And to morrow we will ride to London, 

And trie the vtmoftof thefe treafons forth. 

Come vnckle Glofter along with vs. 

My mindc doth tell me thou art innocent. 

Ext tomnes. 



Enter the Duke of Yorke , and the Earles of Salisbury 
and tt'arwicke. 



TorkeMy Lords, our fimple fupper ended thus, 
Letmereucalevnto your honors heere. 

The right and title of the houfeof Yorke 
ToEnglands Crowne by lineal! defenr. 

fVar .Then Torke begin,and if thy claime be good 
The Ncuils are thy fubie&s to command. 

JVf^.Then thus my Lords, 

Edward the third had Teuen fonnes. 

The firft was Edward the blacke Prince, 

Prince of U^ales. 

The fccond was William of Hatfield, 

Who dyed young. 

The third was LyoneUfr uke of Clarence. 

The fourth was lohn of Gaunt, 

The Duke of Lancafier. 

The fife was Edmund of Laneley 

Duke of Yorke. £ 



The fi X t w as IPilljam of tvtndfore, 

Vi ho t'yed young. 

Th ^ UCnthandiaft WaS ' Sir TkwMofMHxtftecke, Duke of 

younp JK? J 01 ?" 65 * at Angolefme, who died 

was after crowned Ki^b^henameof 
neiccond^whodyed vmhout anheyre., 

LyoneB 1 
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Lyonell Duke ofCIarence dyed, and left him one only daugV 
ter, named Phillip, who was married to Edmund Mortimer eatle 
of March and Vlfter : and fo by her 1 chime the Crowne, as the 
true heire to Lyonell Duke of Clarence, third fonne to Edward 
the third. Now fir, in time of Richards reigne,Henry of Bulling, 
brookc, fonne and heire to John ofGaunt, the Duke of Lanca. 
fterfourth fonne to Edward the third, he claim’d the Crowne, 
depofd the Merthfull King, and as both you know ,‘in Porofret 
Caftle harmeleflc Richard was (hamefully murthcrcd , and fo by 
Richards death came the houfe of Lancafter vnt-o jhc Crowne. 

Sal. Sauing your tale my Lord, as I haue heard in the reigne of 
Bullenbrooke, the Duke of Yorke did chime the Crowne, and 
but for Owen Glendour had bene King. 

Yorke. True : but fo it fortuned then, by meancs ofthatmon- 
ftrous rebell Glendour, the.noble Duke of Y orke was putte to 
death, andfo euer fince theheires of Iohnof Gaunt hauepoffef. 
fed the Crowne. But if the iffue of the elder fhould fucceed be- 
fore the iffue ofthe younger, then am I lawfull heire vnto the 
Kingdome. 

iParwicke. What proceedings can be more plain, he chimes 
it from Lyonell Duke of Clarence, the third fonne to Edwatd 
the third, and Henry from Iohn of Gaunt the fourth fonne. So 
that till Lionels iffue fades, his (hould not reigne. Itfayles not 
yet, but flourifheth in thee and in thy fonnes, braue flips offuch 
a ftocke. Then noble father, kneele we both together, & in this 
priuatc place, be we the firft to honour him with birth-right to 
the Crowne. 

Both. Long liuc Richard Englands royall King. 

Yorke . I thanke you both. But Lords I am not your King, va- 
til this fword be (heathed euen in the hart blood ofthe houfe of 
Lancafter. 

v/ar . Then Yorke aduifethy felfe,and take thy time, 

Claime thou the Crowne, and let thy ftandard yp. 

And in the fame aduance the miike-white Rofe, 

And then to guard k,witl I rowfe the Beare, 

Enuiron’d with tenthoufand Ragged ftaues, 

T o aide and helpe thee foe to win thy right. 
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Yorke and Lancafier. • 

Maueer the proudeft Lord of Henries blood, 

That dares deny the right and claime of Yorke , 

‘ For why,my mindeprefageth I fhall liuc 
To fee the noble Duke of Yorke to be a King. 

2 >£?.Thanks noble Warwick? ^nd Yorks doth hope to fee. 
The Earle of Marwicks liue, to bee the greateft man in England, 
but the King. Come lets goe. 

Exit omnes. 

Enter King Henry and the Queene,Duke Humfrey,the Duke of Snf- 
fo Ike, and the Duke of 'Buckingham , the Cardinall, and'Dame 61- 
nor Cebhamjed with the Officers ,and then enter to them the ‘Duke 
<f forks, and ^■ ar ^ ei °f Salisbury and Warwick?. 

2fr*£.Stand forth Dame Elnor (fobham Dutches of Gtofter, and 
hcare the fcntence pronounced againft thee for thefe treafons, 
that thou haft committed gainft Vs,our State and Pecres. 

Firft for thyhaitious crime, thou fhalc twodayesin London 
do pennancc barefoot in the ftreetes, with a white (heetc about 
thy body, and a wax e Taper burning in thy hand. That done, 
thou (halt bebanifhed for euer into the Ifle of Man,there to end 
thy wretched daies ; and this is our fentence irreuocablc. Away 
with her. 

Elnor. Euen to my death,for I haue liued too long. 

Exit fome with Elnor . 

fo*£.Greeue not noble Vnckle,but be thou glad. 

In that thefe treafons thus are come to light, 

Leaft God had pourde his vengeance on thy head. 

For her offences that thou heldft fo dcare. 

Humph. Oh gracious Henry, giue me leaue a while, 

To leaue your Grace, and to depart away, 

Forforrowes teares hath gripte my aged heart. 

And makes the fountaines of mine eyes to fwel‘1. 

And therefore good my Lord, let me depart. 

A7tf£,With all my hart good vnckle, whe you pleafe 
Yet ere thou go ed,Humfrey refigne thy ftaffe. 

For Henry will be no more protected/ 
he Lord (hall be my guide both for my land and me, 

D Humph. 
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Hum. My ftaffe, I noble H enry, ray life and all. 

My ftaffe, 1 yeelde as willing to be thine. 

As ere thy Noble father made it mine : 

And euen as willing at thy feete I leauc it. 

As others would ambitioufly receiue it. 

And long hereafter, when I am dead and gone, 

May honourable peace attend thy throne. 

King. VnkleGlofter, ftandvp and go in peace. 

No lefl'e belou’d of vs, then when 

Thou wert Prote&or ouer this my land. Exit GUtf#, 

Queene. Take vp the ftaffe, for heere it ought to ftand, 
Where fhould it be, but in King Henries handf 
Torke. Pleafe it your Maieftie, this is the day 
That was appointed for the combating 
Betweene the Armourer and his man, my Lord, 

And they are ready when your Grace doth pleafe. 

King , Then call them forth, that they may try their rights, 

: woy £ xvw ist-r-j.fi pi; 
Enter at one doore the Armourer and hit neighbours , 'dr inking to him 
fo much that he is drunken , and he enters with a drum before hint) 
and his fiaffe with a fandbag f aliened to it, and at the other doon 
his man with a drum and fandbag, and Vrentifes drinking to him , 

^Neighbor. Here neighbour Horner, I drinke to you inacup 
of Sacke ; and feare not neighbor, you (hall do well enough, 

2 Neigh. And here neighbor,here’s a cup of Charneco. 

3 Neigh. Here’s a pot of good double beere,neighbor drinke 
and be merry, and feare not your man. 

Arm. Let it come, yfaith lie pledge you all. 

And a figge for Peter. 

i Pren . Here Peter, I drinke to thee, and benot affraid.l 
a Tren. Here Peter,here’s a pinte ofClaret wine forthee. 

3 Pren. And here’s a quart for me,and be merry Peter, 

And feare not thy mafter,fight for credit of thePrentifes. 

Peter. I thankc you all, but lie drinke no more: 
HeereRobin^ndifl dye,hcere I giue thee my hammer,. 

And WiU thou (halt hauc my apcrnetand hccre Tom, ? 



York and Lane alter. 

Take all the money that I haue. 

i T nrd bleffe me I pray God, for I am ncuer able to aeale with 
hehathleamd Co much feme already. 

1 Salis. Come leaue your drinking, and fall to blovves. 

Sirra, what’s thy name? 

Pet. Peter forfooth, 

Saif. Peter : what more ? 

J^Thmnpe, then fee that thou thumpc thy rnaifter. 
dm. Here’s to thee Neighbour, fill all the pots againe, for 
before wee fight, looke you, I will tell you my mindc ; for I am 
come hither as it were of my mans inftigation,to proue my felfe 
an honeft man, and Peter a knaue -.and fo haue at you Peter with 
downright, blowcs, as Beuisof South-hamptoa fell vppon Af- 
capart. 

Pet. Law you now, I told you hee’s in his fence already. 

Alarmes , Peter hits him on the head andfels him » 
tArm. Hold Peter, I confcfle,Treafon,trcafon. He dies, 
Pet. O God I giue thee praife. He kneels dome 

Pren. Ho well dqne Pecer. God faue the King. 

King. Go take hence that T raitor from our fight* 

For by his death we do pcrceiuc his guilt. 

And God in iuftice hath reueal’d to vs 
The truth and innocence of this poore fellow. 

Which he had thought to haue murthered wrongfully. 

Come fellow, follow vs for thy reward. Exit omneto 

Enter Duke Humfrej and his men , in mour- 
ning c loakes. 

Rum. Sirra, what’s a clocke ? 

Seruing. Almoft ten my Lord. 

Hum. Then is that wofull hourc hard at hand. 

That my poore Lady fhould come by this way. 

In fhamefull penance wandering in the ftreets. 

Sweet Nell, ill can thy noble minde abrooke 
The ab eft people gazing on thy face. 

With enuious lookes laughing at thy fhame. 

That erft did follow thy proud Chariot wheeles, 

D z When 
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When thou didd ride in triumph through the dreetes. 



Enter Dame Elnor Cobh am bare-foote , and a white fheete 

with a iv axe Candle in her hand , and verfes written on her backt 
find on, and accompanied with the Sheriffes of r rmA™ mA o_ 
Standly,and Officers yvtth Hits and Halbards. 



SeruingMy gracious Lord, fee wher my Lady comes, 

Pleafe it your grace,weele take her from the Sheriffes? 

Humph. I charge you for your Hues dir not a 
Nor offer once to draw a weapon hecre, 

But let them do their office as they fhould. 

Elnor .Come you my Lord to fee my open 
Ah G loft er, now thou dod penance too. 

See how the giddy people looke at thee. 

Shaking their heads, and pointing ar thee hecre. 

Go get thee gone,and hide thee from their lights, 

And in thy pent vp ftudy rue my Ihame, 

And bah thine enemies. Ah mine and thine. 

Hum . Ah Nell, (west Nell , forget this extreme griefe, 

And beare it patiently to cafe thy heart. 

Elnor. Ah Glofter, teach me to forget my felfe* 

For whilft I think e I am thy wedded wife. 

The thought of this doth kill my wofull heart. 

The ruthleffe flints do cut my tender feete. 

And when I ftart,the cruell people laugh. 

And bids me be aduiied how I tread, 

And thus with burning Tapor in my hand, 

Malde vp in Ihame, with papers on my backe. 

Ah Glofter,can I endure this and Hue ? 

Sometime ile fay I am Duke Humphreys wife. 

And he aPrince,Prote£forof the land. 

But fo he rulde,and fuch a Prince he was. 

As he ftood by,whill! I his fore-lorne Dutchelfe 
Was led with lhame,and made a laughing dockc, 

T o euery idle rafeald follower. 

Humfrey . My louely Nell^lm would 11 thou haue roe do ?■ 

Should 
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As'ihortly fure it will.For Suffolke he. 

The new made Dukc.that may do all in all 
With her thadoues him fo,and hates vs all. 

And impious Torke, and Bewford that falfe Pried, 

Haue all lymde bulhes to betray thy wings, 

And flye thou how thou cand,they will entangle thee.- 
Enter a Herald of Armes. 

Herald . I fummon your Grace vnto his Highnes Parlament, 
holden at S. Edmonds- Bury ,thc firft of the next Month, 

Hum. A Parliament,and our confent neuer craude 

Therein before. This is — — — 

Well, we will be there. Exit Herald . 

Matter Sheriffe, I pray proceede no further againd my 
Lady, then the coiirfe of law extends. 

S/«r.Pleafe it your Grace, my office here doth end. 

And I muft deliuer her to Sir loan Stanly, 

Tobe conduced into the Tfle of Man. 

Humfrey Mu^i you fx lohn conduct my Lady ? 

Standly .1 my gracious Lord,for fo it is decreed. 

And I am fo commanded by the King. 

Humph. I pray you fir Iohn,\(eher ncre the worfe. 

In that I intreate you to vfe her well. 

The world may fmile againe,ajid I may Hue 
To do you fauour, if you do it her. 

And ib fir John farewell* 

Elnor .What gone my Lord, and bidnotmefarewe! 

Humph. Witncffe my bleeding heart, I cannot day to fpeakc .- 

Exit Humfrey and his men. 

Elnor. Then is he gone, is noble Glofter gone, 

And doth Duke Humfrey now forfake me too ? 

Then let me hade from out faire EngJands bounds- 
ome.5/4»d^.come,and let vs hade away, 

D L Standly ■< 



Should I attempt to refeue thee from hence, 

I fhould incurre the danger of the law. 

And thy difgrace would not be (baddowed fo. 

^ Elnor. BeThou milde,and dir not at my difgrace 
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Standly. Madam let’s go vnto fome houfe heereby, 

Where you may fhift your felfe before we go. 

Elnor Ah good fir lohn, my fhame cannot be hid. 

Nor put away with cafting off my fliecte : 

But come let vs go, mailer Sheriffe farewell. 

Thou haft but done thy office as thou (houldft. 

Exitomm 

Enter to the Parliament. 

Enter two Heralds before , then the Duke of Buckingham ,the Duke <f 
Suffolk?, and then the Duke of York? , and the CardinalloftVinche. 
fier, and then the King and the Queene , and then the Earle of S a. 
lu bury, and the Earle of Warwick?, 

King. I wonder our Vnkle Glofter ftayes fo long. 

Queene. Can you not fee ? or will you not percciue. 

How that ambitious Duke doth vfe himfelfc ? 

The time hath becne, but now the time is paft. 

That none fo humble a? Duke Humfrey was : 

But now let one meete him euen in the morne. 

When euery one will giue the time of day. 

Yet he will neither moue nor fpeake to vs. 

See you not how the Commons follow him 
In troopes,crying, God faue the good Duke Humfrey, 
Honouring him as if he were their King ? 

Glofter is no little man in England, 

And if he lift to ftirre commotions, 

Tis likely that the people will follow him. 

My Lord, if you imagine there is no luch thing. 

Then let it pafle,and call’t a Womans fcare. 

My Lord of SufFolkc, Buckingham, and Yorke, 

Difprouemy allegations if you can. 

And by your fpeeches, if you can reproue me, 

I will fubferibeand fay., J wrong’d the Duke. 

Suf. W dl hath your G race forefeene into that Duke, 

And if i had beene licenc’d firftto fpeake, 

I thinke I fhould haue told your Graces tale. 

Smooth runues the brooke, v vhercas the ftreame is deepeft. 

N o, 



Yorke end Lane after. 
blA no my Soueraigne, Glofter is a man 
Vnfounded y yet> and full of deepe dcceite. 

Enter the Duke of Somerfet. 

Rig. Welcome Lord Somerfet, what newes from France ? 

Some-,-. Cold newes my.Lord, and this it is. 

That all your holds and Townes within thole Territories 
Is oiiercome my Lord ; all is loft. 

King. Cold newes indeede Lord Somerfet, 
but Gods will bee done. 

Yorke. Cold newes forme, for I had hope of France, 

Euen as I haue of fertile England. 

Enter Duke Humfrey. 

Hum. Pardon my Liege, that I haue ftaide fo long. 

Suf. Nay Glofter know, that thou art come too fooiie, 
Vnklfethou proue more loyall then thou art. 

We do arreft thee on high Treafon hcere. 

Hum. Why Suffolk's Duke thou fhalt not fee me bluih, 

Nor change my countenance for thine arreft 
Whereof I am guilty, who are my accufers ? 

Torke.Tis thoght my lord your grace took bribes from Frace, 
Andftoptthe foldiers of theirpay, 

Through which his Maiefty hath loft all France. 

Hum. Is it but thought fo? And who are they that thinke fo ? 
So God me helpe, as I haue watcht the night, 

Euer intending good for England ftill, 

Thatpeny that euer I tookefromFrance, 

Be brought againft me at the iudgement day. 

I neuer rob’d the foldiers of their pay. 

Many a pound of mine owne proper coft 
Haue I fent ouer for the foldiers wants, 

Becaufe I would notracke the needle Commons. 

Car. In your Proteflorfbip you did deuife 
Strange torments for offenders, by which meanes 
England hath beene defam’d by tyrannie. 

//#>».(Why tis well knowne,thae whilft I wasProteffor 
Bitty was all the fault that was in me 
A tnurtheieror foule felonious Theefc, 

: p - Thatc 
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That robs and murders filly paffengers, 

I corturd aboue the rate ofcommon law# 

Sujf.Tu(h my Lord, thefe be things of no account, 
But greater matters are laid vnto your charge, 

I do arreft thee on high treafon heerc, 

And commit thee to roy good Lord Cardinal!, 

Vntill fuch time as thou canft deare thy fclfe. 

King.Good vnckle obey ro his arreft, 

I haue no doubt but thou fhalt deare thy felfc. 

My confidence tcls me thou art innocent* 

Hum . Ah gracious Henry, thefe dayes are dangerous 
And would my death might end thefe naileries, 

And ftay their moodes for good King Henries fake* 
But I am made the Prologue to their play. 

And thoufands more muft follow after me. 

That dreads not yet their liues dcftru&ion. 

Sujfolkes hatefull tongue blabs his hearts malice, 
Bewfords fiery eyes fhewes his enuious minde, 
Buckinghams proud lookes bewraies his cruel thoghts, 
And dogged York? that leuels at the Moonc, 

Whofe ouerweening arme I haue held backe. 

Ally ou haue ioyn’d to betray me thus : 

And you my gracious Lady and foueraigne Miftrefle, 
Caufleffc haue laid complaints vpon my head, 

I ftidl not want falfe witneffes enough, 

That fo amongft you, you may haue my life. 
TheProuerbe no doubt will be perform’d, 

A ftaffe is quickly found to beatca dog. 

S H ff ‘ Doth he not twit our foueraigne Ladybere, 
Asifthatfhc with ignominious wrong. 

Had fuborn d or hired fome to fweare againft his life, 
Qtt. But I can giue the lofirr leaue to fpeake. 

Hum. V ‘xx truer fpoke then meant,I lofe indeed, 
Bcfhrew the winners hearts, they play me falfe. 

Bnck-W^eXe wreft the fence, and keepe vs here al day 
My Lord ofWinchefter.fee him fent away. 

Car. Who’s within there i Take in Duke Humfrey, 




And 



Xorhafid lane After. 

. j fee him garded fuse within my houfr. 

An w^ oh,thus King Hem cafts away his crouch, 

_ C- r . ui s legs can beare his body vp, 

5 f d oUt s his watchfoll Ihepheard from his fide, 

Whilft wolues ftand fnarring who fhall bite him firft, 
veil my foderaigne,long mailhhou entoy 
rhv fathers happy daies,free from annoy. 

1 Exit Humfrey with the Cardinals men, 

j&ejr.My Lords, what to your wifdoms Aral feem beft 
Do and vndo as if our felfc wereheere. 

£*.What,wil your highneffe leaue the Parlament f 
King.l Margaret t My heart is kildwitb griefe. 

Wheel e I may flrtrnd figh in endleffe mone, 

For who’s a Traitor, Glofter he is none. 

£xtt Ktng, Salts bury and IWarwick?. 
£*.Thenfit we downe againe my Lord Cardinal!, 
Suffolk?, Buckingham York? and Semerfet. 

Let vs confult of proud Duke Humfries fall. 

In mine opinion it were good he dide. 

For fafety of our Kmgand Common-wealth. 

Saf. And fo thinke I Madam,for as you know. 

If our King Henry had fhookc hands with death, 

Duke Humfrey then would looke to be our King: 

And it may be by polflcie he workes, 

To bring to paffe the thing which now we doubt. 

The Foxe barkes not when he would fteale the Lamb, 
But if we take him erehe do the deed, 

W e (hould not queftiorrif that he (hould true. 

York? No, let him die, in that he is a Fox, 

Lead that in lining he offend vs more, 

C4r.Then lechim die before the Commons know, 

For fearc that they do rife in armes for hirn. 

JV^tf.Thew do it fodainly my Lords. 

Su jf.Let that be my Lord Ordinals charge & mine. 
CWr.Agreedjfor hee’s already kept within my houfe. 
Enter a\Meffenger. 
j£».How now firtha,what newes ? 







Lords? 
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C^jTtfw.MadamCj/bring you ncwes from Ir*u*A 
The wilde Onelc my £ords,is vp in armes. 

With troupes of Irilh Kernes, that vncontrold 
Doth plant thcmfelues within the Engliflvpale. 

And burnes and fpoilcs the Country as they go 
gu . What redreffc (bail we haue for this,M 
Torke.' Tv/cxe good that my Lord of Somerj 
That fortunate Champion were fent ouer. 

To keepe in awe the ftubborne Irilhmen,. 

He did fo much good when he was in France. 

SomerMzd Torke bene there with all his fa 
Pollicies,he might haue loft as much as I. 

Torke. lyfot Yorke would haue loft his life. 

That France fhould hauereuolted from Englands rule. 

Somer.l fo thou mightft,and yethaue gouern’d worfe 
2V£f.Wbat,worfe then naught ? then a fhame takcall* 
SomtrShame on thy fclfe.that wifheth lhame. 
^«f«r,Somerfet forbeare,good Yorke be patient^ 

And do thou take in hand to crofle the leas. 

With troopes of armed men,to quell the pride 
Ofthofe ambitious Irilh that rebel!. 

Tariff. Well Madame, fith your Grace is fo content. 

Let me haue feme bandcs of chofen foldiers. 

And Yorke fhall trie his fortunes ’gainft thofe Kernes. 

Queen . Y orke thou {halt. My Lord of Buckingham,. 

Let it be it your charge to mufter yp fuch foldiers 
As lhall fuffice him in thefe needfull warres. 

•Bwc^.Madame.1 will, and leuie fuch a band 
As foonc fhall ouercome thole Irifh Rebels. 

But Yorke,where lhall thofe Soldiors ftay for thee ? 

Torke. At Briftbw,Tle expeil them ten daics hence. 
5#c£.Then thither Ihallthey come, and fo far well. 

Exit Buck} 

Torke ,. Adieu my Lord of Buckingham; 
j£wc«.Suffolke, remember what you haue to do. 

And you Lord Cardinall,concerning Duke Humfrey. 

T’werc good that you did fee to it in time, 

' H Gem 
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Torke And Ltmcafier. ^ 

/» m , u t ys eo.that it maybe perform'd. 

Come le g £*# em „ e s,(JUd»et Yorks. 

York? Now Yorke bethinkc thy felfe,and rouze thee vp, 

Take time whilft it is offered thee lofaire, 

Leaft when thou wouldft,tbou canft it not attaint, 

T’was men i lackt,and now they giue them me, 

And now whilft I am bufie in Ireland, 
lhaue feduc'd a hcad-ftrong Kcntilhman, 

John Cade o f Ajhfird, 

Vnder the title of Iohn Mortimer , 

(For he is like him euery kinde of way) 

To raife commotion,and by that meanes 
I lhall perceiuc how the common people 
Doaffe&theclaimc and houfe of Yorke, 

Then if he haue fuccefle in hi$.affaires. 

From Ireland then comes Yorke againc, 

Toreape the harueft which that coyftrill lowed. 

Nowit he fhould be taken and condemn’d, 

Hee’l nere confeffc that I did fet him on. 

And therefore ere I go ilc fend him word. 

To put in pra&ife and to gather head. 

That fo foone as I am gone he may begin 
To rife in armes with troopes of country fwaines, 

To helpe him to performe this enterprize. 

And then Duke Humfrey , he well made away. 

None then can ftop the light to Englands Crowne, 

But Yorke can tame, and headlong pull themdowne. 

Exit Torke . 

Then the Curtaines being dr atone, Duke Humfrey is difeoutred in his 
bed, md two men lying on hit breft, and fmothermg him in hie bed. 
And then enter the Duke of Suffolke to them. 

Sajf.How now firs ,w hat haue you difpatcht him? 

One . I my Lordjhee’s dead I warrant you. 

Sw^Then fee the eloathes laid fmoothe about him ftiU, 

That when the King comes, he may perceiuc 
No other, but that he dide of his ownc accord. 

E a s. All 
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i. All things is handfome now my Lord. 

Suf. Then draw the Curtaines againe and get you gon, 

And you (hall haue yourfirme reward anon. 

Exit murtberers . 

Enter the King and Qaeette , the Duke of Buckingham, and the Dub 
of S enter fet y andthe Cardinal. 

King. My Lord of Suffolke go call our Vnkle Glofler, 

Tell him this day we will that ive do decre himfelfe. 

Suffolke. I will my Lord. Exit Suffolk*. 

A. And good my Lords proceed no further ’gainftour vnckle. 
Then by iuft proofe you can affirrne ? 

For as the fucking childe or harmleffe Larabe, 

So is he innocent of treafon to our State. 

Enter Suffolke* 

How now Suffolke, wheraYour Vncklef 

Suf. Dead in his bed, my LordofGlofters dead. 

The Kingfals in a found. 

J Queene. Aye me, the King is dead .• helpe, helpe.uiy Lords, 
Suf, Comfort my Lord, gracious Hemycomion. 

King . What doth my Lord of Suffolke bid me comfort £ 
Came he euen now to ling a Rattens note. 

And thinkes he that the cherping of a Wren, 

By crying comfort through aboHowvoyce, 

Can fatisfie my greefes , or eafemy heart / 

Thou balcfull mcffenger out ofnty fight. 

For euen in thine eye-balsmurther fits ; 

Yet do not goe. Come Bafiliske 
And kill the gazer with thy lookes. 

Queea. Why do you rate my Lord ofSuffoIkc thus. 

As if that he hadcaufd Duke Humfries death ? 

TheOuke and I too youknow were enemies, / . \ . 

And y’had beft fay that I did number him* ; 

King. Ah woe is me for wretchedGlofters death* 

Qu. Be woe for memorc wretched then he was s. 

What doftthouturne away and hide thy face? 

I am noloathfome:Leaper,lookean«mc. 

Was I for this nigh wraokt vpon-thc fiat. 

And- 



of Torke *»d LdttcsBer. 

j .Uriee bv aukw ard winds driuen back fr6 Englads bounds? 
What ‘night it bodf, but that well foretelling 
vwinds faid, Seeke not a fcorptons neft. 

^ Enter the Earlet of Warwicks & Salisbury. 

War. My Lord, The Commons like an hungry hiue of Bees, 
Bun vp and downe, caring not whom they fling, 
e or good Duke Humfries death, whom they report 
To be murthered by Suffolke and the Cardinall heere, 

1 King. That be is dead good Warwicke,is too true. 

But how he dyed God knowes,not Henry. 

iTar. Enter his priuy chamber my Lord, and view the body. 
Good father flay you with the rude multitude, till I returne. 

Salub. J will forme. Exit Salisbury 

IPomicke draws the Curtaines .and foeweslDuks Hstm- 
frey tn his bed. 

King. Ah VnkleGlofter,heaucn receiuc thy foule. 

Farewell poore Henries ipy now thou art gone. 

jw.Now by his foule that tooke our fhape vponhim. 

To free vs from his Fathers dreadfull curfe, 
lam refolu’dthat violent hands were laidc 
Vpon the life of this thrice famous Duke, 

Suf. A dreadfull oath, fwome witha fedemne tpnguey 
What inftance giucs i.ot A Watwicke (or thefe words ? 

War. Oft haue I feene atimely parted Ghofl, 

Of afhy femblance, pale and bloodleflej 
But loe the blood if fetled in his face. 

More better coloured then when he ltitd. 

His well proportion’d beard made rough and ft erne. 

His fingers fpred abroad as one that gralptfor life. 

Yet was by ftrength furprifd, theieaft of thefe are probable* ■ 

It cannot choofe but he was murthered. 

5*. Suffolke, and the Cardinall had him in charge. 

And they Itruftfir,ere no murtherers. 

War. I,buctis well jenowne they were nothis-friends, . 

And tis well feene he foundfome enemies. 

Card. But haue yc.no greater ptoofes then thefe ? 

War. Who fees a heyfer dead and bleeding frefh, 

E. Md.i 
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And feeshard by a butcher with an Axe, 

But will fufpcft twas he that made the (laughter ? 
Who finds the Partridge in the puttockes neft. 

But will imagine how the bird came there* 

Although theKyte fore with vnbioodybeake ? 

Euen To fufpitious is this Tragedy. 

Are you the Kytc Bedford, where’s his talents ? 
Is Suffolk? the butcher, where’s his knife ? 

Suffolk?. I wear no knife to (laughter (leeping men, 
Y et here’s a vengefull fword rufted with eale. 

That (hall be fcoured in his rancorous heart. 

That (landers me with tnurthers Crimfon badge. 

Say if thou dare, proud Lord of Warwickfhire, 

That I am guilty in Duke Humfries death. 



exit CtrdtHAl 

iTar . What dares not Warwick?, if falfe Suffolk? dare him ? 
QjS- He dares hot ealme his contumelious fpirit, 

N or ccafc to be an arroganc controller, - ' 

Though Suffolk? dare him twenty hundred times. 

War. Madam be drill, with reuerence may I (ay it 

That euery word you fpeake in his defence, * 

Is (lander to your royall Maiefty. 

Suf. Blunt witted Lord, ignoble in thy words, 

Ifcuer Lady wrong’d her Lord fo much. 

Thy mother tooke vnto her blamefull bed. 

Some fterne vntutor’dChurle, and Noble ftocke 
Was graft with Crab- tree flip.whofe fruite thou art. 

And ncuer of theNeuels nobletace. ii/ r!': 



War. But that the guilt of murther bucklers thee. 
And I fhould rob the deathfman of his fee, 

Quitting thee thereby of ten thoufand ftiames; 

And that my foueraignes prefence makes mee mute, 
I would falfe murtherous coward on thy knees. 
Make thee craue pardon for thy pafled fpecch, * 

And fay it was thy mother that thou meantft ; 

That thou thy felfe was borne in badardy. 

And after all this fearefiiU homage done. 




Glue 






of Yorkeond Lmeofter. 

CMihec thy Mte ,nd fend th« down* to hell, 
r? „nous blood-fucker of deeping men. 

? <{ l t Thou (houldft be waking whilft I died thy blood, 

Iffrom this prefence thou dare go with mee. 

War. Away euen now, or I will drag thee hence. 

•Warwick? puls him out. 

v ’t Warwick? ond Suffolk?, and then all the Commons within, cries, 
^ downe with Suffolk?, downe with Suffolk?. vind then enter againe t 
the V«k? of Suffolk? and Warwick?, with their weapons drawne. 
King. Why how now Lords i 
Suf . The traiterous Warwick?, with the men of Berry, 

Set all vpon me mightie Soueraigne, 

7 be Commons againe cries, downe with Suffolk?, downe with 
Suffolk? . rind then enter from them, the Carle 
of Salishurie. 

Salisb. My Lord, the Commons fends you word by me. 

That vhleffe falfe Suffblke here be done to death, 

Orbamfhed faire Englands Territories, 

That they will-erre from your highneffe perfon : 

They fay by him the good Duke Humfrey dyed. 

They fay by him they feare the ruine of the JRealme, 

And therefore if you loue your fubie&s weale,. 

They wi(b youtto banifh him from forth the land. 

Suf. Indeed tis bkc the Commons, rude vnpolifht hindes 
Would fend fuch meffage to their Soueraigne : 

Butyoumy Lord were glad tabe imploy*d. 

To try how quaint an Orator you were: 

But all the honour Salsbury hath got, , 

Is, that he was the Lord EmbafTador, . r 

Sent from a fort of f inkers to theKing. The Commons cryes, 

an an/were from the Kjng my Lord of Sals Fury, 
King.GooA Salstypy go backe againetothem, 
Telhhemw'ethankcthcmallfor their kindecare. 

And had I not bene cited thus by their mcanes, 

%felfehad doncit. Therefore heercT Tweare, 

1- Suffblke be foundto breathe in any place 

Whetelhauc mlc, butthtcedayes morc,hedies* Exit Salsbiry 
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£«.Oh Henry, tkuirfc the duoitte of gentle SuffblkesbanHh 

King. Vngentlc Queene to call him gentle Snffo/ke, 
Speake not for him, for in England he (hall net reft. 

If I fay,I may relent, but if I fweare.it is irrcuocable. 

Come good Warwick ?, and go thou in with me. 

For I haue great matters to impart to thee. 

Exit King aud IKartvick?, Manet gtt. and Suffolk?. 

Queene. Hell fire and vengeance go along with you. 
There’s two ofyou,thc diuell make the third, 

Fie womanifti man,canft thou not curfe thy enemies ? 

Suff.h plague vpon them, wherefore ftiould I curfe them* 
Could curfes kill as do the Mandrakes grones, 

I would inuent as many bitter termes, 

Deliuered ftrongly through my fixed teeth. 

With twice fo many fignes of deadly hate. 

As lcane fac’d enuy in her loathfome caue. 

My tongue ftiould ftumble in mine earned words. 

Mine eyes (liould fparkle like die beaten flint. 

My haire be fixt on end,as one diftraught, 

And euery ioynt ftiould feeme to curfe and ban. 

And now me-thinkes my burthened heart would breake, 
Should I not curfe thcm.Poifon be their drinke. 

Gall worfe,then gall,rhe daintieft thing they tafte* 

Their fweeteft (hade a groue of Cypreflc trees. 

Their fofteft touch as fmart as lyzards ftings. 

Their muficke frightfull.like the ferpents hifle. 

And boding fcritch-owles make the confort full. 

All the foule terrors in darke featcd hell. 

Qu Enough fweete Suffolk?, xboo torments thy felfc. 
Youbad me ban.and will you bid me ceafe ? 

Now by this ground that I am ban jfht from. 

Well could I curfe away a winters slight, 

And (landing naked on aMountaine top. 

Where bytmg cold wouldncuerlct gralfe grow, 
Andthinkc it but a minute fpent in fport. 

QutllK> 



Yorkeond Loncolitr, ‘ v 

Queene No more.Sweete Suffolk* hie thee hence to Trance, 

Dr hue whe« thou wilt within this worlds globe, 
lie haue an Irifti that (halt finde thee out, 
i lone thou (halt not (lay, but fle haue thee rcpeald. 

Or venter to be baniftied my fclfe. 

Oh let this kilTe be printed in thy hand. 

That when thou feed it,thou maift thinke on me. 

Away I fay .that I may fecle my griefe. 

For it is nothing whilft thou (landed heere. 

Suffolk?- Thus is poore Suffolk? ten times baniftied. 

Once by the King, but three times thrice by thee. 

Enter TJaxefi. 

QueeneMovt now.whither goes f^awfe fo faft? 

Varvfe.To fignifie vnto his Maiefty, 

ThatCardinall Bedford is at point of death. 

Sometimes he raucs and cries as he were mad. 

Sometimes he cals vpon Duke Humfrtes Ghoft, 

Aad whifpers to his Pillow as, to him. 

And fometimes he cals to fpeake vnto theKing, 

And I am going to certific vnto his Grace, 

That euen now he cald aloud for him. 

Queene. Go then good V <twfi and certifie the King. 

Exit Vawfe, 

Oh what is worldly pompe,alt men muft die, 

And woe am I for Bewfordt hcauy end. 

But why mourne 1 for him, whilft thou art heere ? 

Sweetc Suffo/ke bie thee hence to France, 

For if the King do come, thou fure muft die. 

Suff. And if I go I cannot liue : but heere to die, 

VVhat were it elfe,but like a pleafant dumber in thy lap ? 

Heere could I breathe my foule into the ayre, 
a* milde and gentle as the new borne babe. 

That dies with mothers dug betweene his lips. 

Where from my fight 1 fhould be raging madde, 
and call for thee to clofe mine eyes. 

Or with thy -lips to flop my dying foule. 

That I might breathe it fo into thy body, 

F and 
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And then it liud in fweete Elyziam, 

By thee to die,were but to dye in ieaft, 

From thee to dye,were torment more then death, 

Oh,let me ftay .befall what may befall, 

Queene. Oh mi gin ft thou ftay with fafety of thy life,. 

Then (hoaldft thou ftay, but heauens deny it, 

And therefore go, but hope ere long to be repeald. 

Suff.l goe. 

Queene. And take my heart with thee.. 

Sbeki ffetb him. 

Stiff. A icwcll lockt into the wofulft caske. 

That eucr yet containd a thing of worth. 

Thus like a fplitted Barke,fo funder we. 

This way fall I to death. Exit Suffolk^, 

gueene. This way for me. Exit Queene. 

Enter King and Salisbury, and then the Curtaines be drawee , , and the 
(fardtnall is difcoueredin his bed , ratting and flaring as if he were 
mad. 

Car. Oh death, if thou wilt let me liue but one whole yeare, 
Tie giuc thee as much gold as will purchafe fuch another Ifland. 

K7«£.Oh,fee my Lord of Salisbury how he is troubled, 
Lord Cardinall, remember Chrift muft fauc thy foulc. 

Car. Why died he not in his bed > 

What would you haue me to do then ? 

Can I make men liue whether they will or no > 

$irra,go fetch me the poyi'on which the Pothicary Cent me. 
Oh, fee where Duke Humfries ghoft doth ftand, 

And ftares me in the face. Looke,looke,coame downe his haite, 
So now hee’s gone againe : Oh,oh,oh. 

Sal. See how the pangs of death doth gripe his heart. 

King. Lord Cardinal!, if thou dieft affurcd of heauenly blifle. 
Hold vp thy hand and make fome figne to vs. Car. diet. 

Ojn fee he dyes,and makes no figne at all, 

■Cm God foiglue his foule. 

‘ Sal. So bad an end did ncuer none behold, 

But as his death, fo was his life in all. ^ 
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jf/tff.Forbeare to iudgc,good Salsbury forbcarc, 
for God will iudge vs all, 

Qo take him hence, and fee his funerals perform’d. 

Exitomnes. 

Jlartnes within, and the Chambers bee difekarged, like as itwerea 
fiirht at fea. Jnd then enter the faptaine of the fhip, and the Ma- 
Jer, and t he Maflers n*ate,and the Duke of Suffolke difguifed^and 
others mththim,& Water wkickmore. 

A, Bring forward thefc prifoners that fcorn’d to yeeld, 
Vnlade their goods with i*pecd,and finckc their Chip, 

Here Matter, this prifoner I giue to you. 

This other,the Maftcrs mate (hall haue. 

And V*‘er wbtekmore thou (halt haue this man. 

And let them pay their ranfomc ere they pafle. 

Suffolke. lTater \ Hefiartttb . 

Water. Hovi now,what doft feare roc 4 
Thou lhalt haue better caufe anon. 

Stiff. his thy name affrights me,not thy fclfc. 

Ido remember well,a cunning wizzard told me. 

That by Water I (hould dye : 

Yet let not that make thee bloody minded. 

Thy name being rightly founded, 

Is Gu alter, not ty alter. 

Walter. Guzhet or Wate^al’s one to me, 
lam theman muft bring thee to thy death. 

Suff.\ am aGentleman,looke on my Ring, 

Ranfome me at what thou wilt, it fhall be paid. 

W alter, I loft mine eye in boording of the (hip. 

And therefore ere 1 Mercharit-hke fell blood for gold. 

Then call me headlong downe into the fea. 
t>Prifen . But what (hall our ranfomes be i 
iMai.h hundred pounds a peece.ey ther pay that or dye. 
i-Prifin. Then faue our liues,it (hall bepaide. 

Water. Come firra.thy life (hall be the ranloroc I wii haue. 

Stiff . Stay villainc.tby prifoner is a Prince, 

Fa The 
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The Duke of Suffolk e y Wt!liam de la Pole. 

(fap. The Duke of Suffolke folded vp in rags. 

Suff.l fir, but thefe tags are no part of the Duke, 
lone i'ometime went difguifdc,and why not I ? 

Cap A, but lone wasneuer flaine as thou fhaltbc. 
Sajf.Bafelady groome,King Henres blood. 

The honourable blood of Lancafter, 

Cannot be fhed by fuch a lowly fwaine, 

I am fent ambaflador for the Queene to France, 

1 charge thee waffe mecrofle the channcll fafe. 

Cap. He waffe thee to thy death, go Water take him hence, 
And on our long boates fide,chop off his head* 

Suff. Thou dar’ft not for thine owne. 

(fap. Yes Pole . 

Suffolke. Pole. 

Cap. I Pole, puddle, kennell.finke and durt, 
lie flop that yawning mouth of thine, 

Thofe lips of thine that fo oft hauc kift the 
Queene, fhall fweepe the ground,and thou that 
Smild’ft at good Duke Htmfries death, 

Shalt hue no longer to infeff the earth, 

Suffolk?.! h\s villaine being but Captaineofa Pinnis, 
Threatens more plagues then mighty Abradas, 

The great Macedonian Pyratc, 

Thy words addes fury and not remorfe in me. 

Cap A but my deeds fhall ftay thy fury foone. 

Suffolk?. Haft not thou waited at my Trencher, 

When we haue feafted with Queene Margaret ? 

Haft not thou kift thy hand, and held my ftirrop i 
and bare-head plodded by my footclooth Mule, 
and thought thee happy when 1 l'milde on thee i 
This hand hath writ in thv defence. 

Then fhall 1 charme thee^hold thy lauifti tongue. 

Cap. Away with him W'ater, I fay,and off with his head, 
x .Prifon. Good my Lord,entreate him mildly for your lift* 
Saff. frrft let this necke ftoupe to the axes edge. 

Before this knee do bow to any, * 
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< 4U eto the God of heauen,and to my King : 

Suffolke* imperiall tongue cannot plead 

Tofuch aladiegroome. *• 

Water. Come, come, why do we let him fpeake ? 
t [ on cr to haue his head for ranfome of mine eye. 

Sttj] 7 . A Swordar and Bandetto ftaue 
Murthered fweete T ullv . 

JJrutus baftard hand ftabdlulius Cslar, 

And Suffolke dyes by Pirates on the feas. 

• Exit Suffolk e and Water. . 



Cap. Off with his head, and fend it to the Queene, 

And ranfomleffe this prifoner fiiall go free. 

To fee it fafe deliucred vnto her. 

Come lets go. Exltormes. 

Enter two of the Rebels with long ftaues. 

George. Come away Nicke, and put a long ftaffe in thy pike, & 
prouidethy felfe, for I can tell thee, they haue bene vp this two 



dayes. 

M<%.Then they had more neede to go to bed now, 

But firra George, what’s the matter ? 

George, Why firra, lack Cade the Dier of Afhford hcere, 
Hemeanes to turne this land, and fet a new nap on't. 

Nick e. I marry he had need fo, for tis growne thred-bare, 
Twasneuer merry world with vs, fince thefe Gentlemen came. 



vp. 

George. I warrant thee thou fhalt neuer fee a Lord weare a lea- 
ther apron now a-daies. 

Nicke.Bw fiTra,who comes elfe befide Iacke Cade ?- 

Getrgc.Why there’s Dicke the butcher, and Robin the Sadler, , 
and Will that came a wooing to our Nan laft Sunday ,and Harry 
and Tom, and Gregory that fhould haue your Parnill,& a great 
fort more is come from Rochefter, and from Maidftone & Gan- 
terbury,and all the townes hereabouts, and we muft be al Lords, 
or Squires, afToone as Iacke Cade is King. 

Nicke. Rarke,harke,l heare the Drum, they be comm'mg. 

Enter lack? Cade, 'Dick? Butcher, Robin, Will, Tom , 

, Horsy ,andthe reft with long flaws* 

F 3 Cade*. 
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Cade. Proclaime filcnce. 

Ad. Silence. 

Cade. I Iohn Cade, fo named for my valiancy. 

Dickf. Or rather for ftcaling of a cade of fprats. 

Cade. My father, was a Mortimer. 

Dickf. He was an honeft man,and a good bricke-layer. 

Cade. My mother came of the Lacies. 

Niche. She was a Pcdlers daughter indeed, & fold many lacei. 

Robin. And now being not able to occupy her furr’dpacke, 
She wafheth buckes vp and downcthe countrey. 

Cade. Therefore I am honourably borne. 

Harry. I the field is honourable, for hee was borne vndcr a 
hedge, becaufc his father had no other houfe but the cage. 

Cade. I am able to endure much. 

George. That’s true, I know he can endure any thing. 

Fori haue feene him whipt two market dayes togithcr. 

Cadr. I fearc neither fword nor fire. 

Will. He r.cede not fcare the fword, for his coate is of proofe, 

Dicke. But methinkes he fihould feare the fire, being fo often 
burnt in the hand, for ftcaling of (heepe. 

Cade. Therefore be braue,for your Captain is brauc,& vowes 
reformation : you (hall hauefeuen halfepeny loaues for a penny, 
and the three hoop: pot (hall haue ten hoopes, and it foalbe tel* 
lony to drinkc fmall beere, if 1 be King,as King I will be. 

All. Cod faue your Maiefty. 

Cade. I thanke you good people, you (hall all eate and drinke 
of my fcove, and go all in my liuery ; and wee’ll haue no writing 
but the fcore and the T ally.and there (hall be no lawes but fuch 
as come from my mouth. 

Dicke, Wee (hall haue fore lawes then, for he was thruft into 
the mouth the other day. 

Geo. I and (linking law too, for bis breath ftinkes fo, that on* 
cannot abide it. 

Enter Will with the Clarke of Chattam. 

Will. Oh Captaine,a prize. 

fade. Who’s that Will? 

Wid. The Clarke of Chattam,hc can write and reade and call 

account, 
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account, I tooke him fetting of boyes copies, and he has a book 

in his pocket with red letters. 

Cade. Zounds he’s a Coniurcr, bring him hither. 

Now fir, what’s your mame ? 

Clarke. Emanuell fir, and it (hall pleafe ye. 

Dickf. It will go hard with you I tell ye. 

For they vfe to write that ore the top of Letters, 
cWc.Whatdoye vfc to write your name? Or do you as anci- 
ent forefathers haue done, vfe the fcore and the Tally ? 

CUrkf. Nay truly fir, I praife God I haue bene fo wcl brogbt 
vp that I can write mine owne name. 

**Cade. Oh he has confcft, go hang him with his pen and inke- 



Enter Tom . 

Tom . Captaine, Newes,newes,fir Humfrej Stafford and his 
brother are coming with the Kings power,& mean to kil vs all. 
Cade. Let them come, he’s but a Knight is he 
Tom. No, no, he’s but a Knight. 

Cade. Why then to equall him, Il« make my felfe Knight,. 
Kneele downe Iohn Mortemer, 

Rife vp fir Iohn Mortemer. 

Is there any more of them that be Knights ? 

Tow. I his brother, 

Qade. Then kneele downe Dicke Butcher. 

He knights him. 

Rife vp fir Dicke Butcher. Now foun d vpthe drum. 



Enter Sir Hrtmfrey S tafford and hie "Brother, with 
Drum and Soldiers. 

Cade. As for thefe filken coated (laues, I pafle not a pin, 

Tis to you good people that I (peake. 

Staf. Why Country-men, what meane you thus in troopes, 
Tofollowthis rebellious Traitor Cade ? 

Why hie Father was a brick-layer. 

Cade. Well, and Adam was aGardiner, what then ? 

But I come of die Mortemer s., 

St *f. I, theDukc ofYorke hath taughtyotttfcato 

' r* ■ Cade. 






'the contention of the two fawns H*ufes t 
Cade. The Duke of Y orke, nay I learnt it my felfe, 

For looke you, Roger Mortimer the Earle of Maach, 

Married the Duke of Clarence daughter. 

Staf. Well, that’s true : But what then t 
Cade. And by her he had two children at a birth. 

Staf. That’s falfe, 

(fade. I, but I fay tis true. 

All. Why then tis true. 

Cade. And one of them was ftolne away by a begger-Woman, 
And that was my father, and I am his fonne. 

Deny it and you can. 

Micke. Nay looke you, I know was true ; 

For his father built a chimney in my fathers houfe. 

And the brickcs are aliue at this day to teftifye it. 

Cade. But doeft thou heare Stafford, tell the King, that for his 

fathers fake, in whofe time boyes playde at fpan-counter with 

French Crowncs, I am content that he fhall be King as long as 
he li ues : marry alwaics prouided,Ue be Protc&or ouer him. 
Staf. O monftrous fimplicity. 

Cade. And tell him, wee’ll haue the Lord Sayes head, and die 
Duke of Somerfets, for deliuering vp the Dukedomes of Anuy 
and Mayne, and felling the Townes in France: by which means 
England hath bene maim’d euer fincc,and gone as it were with a 
crutch, but that my puiffance held it vp. And bcfidcs, they can 
fpeake French, and therefore they areTraitors. 

Staf. As how I prethee ? 

Cade. Why the Frenchmen are our enemies, be they not ? 
And then can he that fpeakes with the tongue of an enemy be a 
good fubiecl ? Anfwere me to that. 

Staf. Well firra, wilt thou yceld thy felfe vnto the Kings mer* 
cy,and he wil pardon thee and thefe, their outrages and rebelli- 
ous deeds? 

Cade. Nay, bid the King come to me and he will, and thenlle 
pardon him, or otherwaiesilehauehisCrowne toll him, ere it 
belong. 

Staf. Go Herald, proclaimc in all the Kings Towue*, 

That thofc that will for fake the Rebell Cade, , „ 

Shall 
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Sb.UI** fr« pardonfirom his ^ 

Cade. Come firs.S. George for vs and Kent. Exit ormes. 

Alarmes to (he batten, where fir Humfrey Stafford and bu brother 
are both flattie. Then enters lacke Cade 
againe, and the refl . 

Cade Sir Dicke Butcher, thpu haft .fought to day moft vali- 

.nrlv and knockt them down as if thou hadft bin in thy {laugh- 
rer-houfe andthusl will reward thee : The Lent (hall bee as 
one againe as it was, and thou (In alt haue licenfe to kil for four- 
fcoreand one a wceke.Drum ftrike vp,.for now weel march to 
London and tomorrow I mean to fit in the Kings feat at Weft- 

fninfter * fir# omm * 

. Enter the King reading of a Letter , and the Qtgene with the 
Dukf of Sttffolkes heady and the Lord Say 9 
with others . 

King. Sir Humphrey Stafford and his brother is flaine, 

And the Rebels march amaine to London. 

Go backe to them, and tell them thus from me, 
lie come and parley with their Generali. 

Yet flay, lie reade the Letter once againe ; 

Lord Say, lacke Cade hath folemnly vow’d to haue thy head. 
Say . I,but I hope your highnefle (hall haue his. 

King. How now Madam, ftill lamenting and mourning for 
Suffolkes death ? I feare my Loue if 1 had bin dcad,thou woldft 
not haue mourn’d fo much for me. 

Qu. No my loue, I ftiould not mourne, but dye for thee. 

Enter a Meffenger, 

Mef. Oh flye my Lord, the Rebels are entred Southwarke, 

And haue almoft wonne the Bridge, 

Calling your Grace an vfurper : 

And that monftrous Rebell Cade, hath fworne 
To crawne himfelfe King in Weftminftcr, 

Therefore flye my Lord,and poft toKillingwovtb. 

Kwg. Go bid Buckingham and Clifford, gather 
An ainay vp, and meete with the Rebels, 

G Come 
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Come Madame, let vs hafte to Killingworth. 

Come on Lord Say , go thou along with vs. 

For feare the Rebell Cade do finde thee our. 

Say. My innocence my Lord fhall pleadc for me. 

And therefore with your highnefle leaue,Uc ftay behind* 

King.Eucn as thou wilt my Lord Say 
Come Madam, let vs go. Exit t mn( . 

Enter the Sard Skayles vfon the Tower 
walks walking . 

L. Skayles . How now, is lacke Cade flaine ? 

I ,(st; No my Lord, nor likely to be flaine. 

For they haue wonne the bridge. 

Killing all thofe that withftand them. 

The Lord Mayor craueih aide of your honor from the Tower, 
To defend the City from the Rebels. 

Lord Ska. Such aide as I can fpare, you fhall command. 

But I am troubled heere with them my fclfe^ 

The Rebels haue attempted to win the Tower, 

But get you to Smithfield and gather head,. 

And thither will I fend you Mathew Goffie: 

Fight for your King, your Countrey ,and your Hues, 

And fo farewell,for 1 muft hence againe. 

' Exit omit. 

Enter lacke Cade , and the reft, and ftrikfs his Jwordvpen 
London ftone. 

Cade. Now is Mortemer Lord of this City, 

And now fitting vpon London ftone. We command. 

That the firft yeare of our reigne. 

The pifling Cundit run nothing but red wine,. 

And now henceforward, it fhall bee treafon 
For any that calles me any otherwife then 
Lord Mortemeri 

Enterapmldier» 

Soul . lacke Cade, lacke Cade. 

Cade. Zounds knock* him downe, 

M,,Urd. 
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an Army gathered together into Smithfield. 

Cade. Come then, let’s go fight with them, 
c it firft go on atl< ^ ^ ct London-bridge a fire, 

* “ . if V ou can, burne downc the Tower too. 

A i.“c„wav Exitomnes 

Come lets away. 

Alarmes, and then CMathew Gofe is flaine , and all the reft 
* with him. Then enter lacke Cade a- 
gatne and his company. 

Cade. So firs, now go and pull downe the Sauoy, 

Others to the Innes of Court, downe with them all. 

Tick- 1 haue a fute vnto your Lordfhip. 

Cade. Be it a Lordfhip Dicke, and thou (halt haue it 
For that word. 

Dicke. That we may go burne all the Records, 

And that all writing may be put downe. 

And nothing vfed but the fcore and Tally. 

Cade. Dicke it fhall be fo, and henceforward all things fhall 
be in common. 

And in Cheapfide fhall my palphrey go to graffe. 

Why ift not a miserable thing , that of the skin of an innocent 
Lambc parchment fhould be made, 8c then with a little blotting 
ouerwith inke,aman fhould vndo himfelfc. 

Some flies tis the bees that fting, but I fay tis their waxe,for 
I am fure I neuer feal*d to any thing but once, and I was neuer 
mine owne man fince. 

Nicl^. But when (hall we take vp thofe commodities 
Which you told vs of. 

Cade. Many he.that will luftily ftand to it, fhall take vp thefe 
commodities following: Item, a gown,a kirtle, a petticoat, and 
a fmocke. Enter George. 

Gear. My Lor.d,a prize, a prize,heres the Lord Say, 

Which fold the Townes in France. 

Cade. Come hither thou Say, thou George, thouBuckrum 
Lord,What anfwer canft thou make vnto my mightinefle, for 
deliuering vp the Townes in France to Mounfier bus mine cue, 
theDolphin of France ? 

Ga And 
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And more then fo, thou haft moft traitoroufly erefted a Gram, 
mar fchoole, toinfe&theyouthoftheRcalme, and agamfttlij 
Kings Crowne and dignity, thou haft built vp a paper Mill. nay 
it will bee faidc to thy face, that thou keep’ft men in thyhoufj. 
that daily reads of bookes with red letters, & talks of a No Wne 
and a Verbe, and fuch abhominable words as'no Chriftian ea re 
is able to endure it. 

And befides all this, thou haft appointed certaine lluftices of 
the Peace, in euery (hire, to hang honeft men that fteal for theit 
liuing, and becaufe they could not reade , thou haft hung them 
vp : onely for which caule,thcy were moft worthy to liuc. 
Thou ridefton a foot-cloth, doflrthou not? 

Say. Yes, what oft hat ? 

Cade. M arry I fay, thou oughteft not to let thy horfe wcarea 
cloake, when an honefter man then thy felfe, goes in his hofe& 
doublet. 

Say. You men of Kent.l 

uill. Kent, what of Kent ? 

Say. Nothing, but Bona terra. 

Cade. Bonum tertim, bounds what’s that ? 

Dicky. He lpeakes French, 

No tis Dutch. 

. . No tis Outalian, I know it well enoughs 
Say .Kent (in the Commentaries Casfarwrote) 

Term’d it the ciuilft place ofall this Land : 

Then Noble Country-men hcare me but fpeake,. 

I fold not France, nor loft I Normandie. 

Cade. But wherefore doft thou (hake thy head fo ? 

Say. It is the palfie, and not feate that makes me, 

Cade. Nay, thou rtoddft thy head at vs, as who wouldftfay, 
Thou wilt be euen with me if thou getft away : 

But ile make thee fure enough now I haue thee. . 

Go take him to the ftandard in Cheapo-fide, rand cnoppe offhii 
head, and then goto Mile-end greene to fir lames Cromer his 
(on m LaW, and cut offhis headtoo, and bring them to me vp 
*nwo poles prefetuly. Away withhim. 

Exit oneertwemtb theLerdty’ 

There 
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, fj, a ll not a Nobleman weare a head on his (boulders, 

Jul he Ml PV f”* 1 - ... . . 

jsjor there (hall not a maide be mam ed, but b e (h all fee to mee 

Ma^dcn-head or elfe, lie haue it my felfe : 

Marry I will that married men (hall hold of me in cafite. 

And that their wiues fhall be as free as heart can think, or toong 

can tell. . ' • 

Enter Robin . 

Rob.O Captaine, London-bridge is afire. 

Cad. Runne to Billingfgate, and fetch Pitch and Flaxe, and 



quench it. 

Snter Dicky and a Sargeant. 

Sargeant. Iuftice, iuftice,I pray you fir, let me haue iuftice of 
this fellow hcere. 

fade. Why what has he done ? 

Sarg. Alas fir he has rauifht my wife. 

Dick. Why my Lord he would haue refted me, 

And I went and entred my Aiftion in his wiues paper houfe. . 

Cade. Dicke follovv thy fute in her common place, 
Yourhorfon villaine, you arc a Sergeant, you 5 ! 

Take any man by the throate for twelue pence : 

And reft a man when he is at dinner. 

And haue him to prifon ere tfve meate be out on’s mouth. 

Go Dicke take him hence, and cut out his tongue for cogging. 
Hough him for running, and to conclude, 

Braue him with his ownemace. 



Exit with the Sargeant , 

Enter two with the Lard Sayes head,and ftr lames 
£romers , vfon two foies. 

So, come carry them before me, and at euery lanes end,let them 
kiffe together. 

Enter the Duke of Buckingham, and Lord Clifford, the 
Earle of Cumberland. 

Clif. Why Countrey-men, and warlike friends ofKent, 

What mean es thefe mutinous rebellions. 

That you in troopes do mufter thus your felues, _ 

G.J Vndet r 
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V nder the conduit of t his Traitor Cade ? * 

To rifeagainft yourSoueraigne Lord and King, 
Who mildly hath his pardon fent to you, * 

If you forfake this monftrous Rebell heere t 
If honor be the marke whereat you ayme. 

Then haft to France that our fore-fathers won. 

And win againe that thing which now is loft. 

And leaue to feekeyour Countries ouerthrow. 
uiU. A Clifford,a Clifford. 



They forfake Cade 

Cade. Why how now,wil you forfakeyour general. 
And ancient freedome which you haue poffeft? 

To bend yourneckes vnder their feruilc yokes, 

Who if you ftir.will flraight way hang you vp. 

But follow me, and you fhall pull them downe. 

And make them yeeld their liuines to your hands. 
M.A Cade, a Cade. 

T bey run to Cade againe, 

£7//.Braue warlike friends, heare me but fpeake, 
Rcfufc not good whilft it is offered you : 

The King is mercifull.then yeeldetohim. 

And I my felfe will go along with you 
To Winfore Cattle, whereas the King abides. 

And on mine honour you fhall haue no hurt. 
jill, A Clifford,a Clifford, God faue the King. 
Cade. How like a feather is this rafcall company 
Blowne euery way ? 

But that they may fee there wants no valiancy in me. 
My ftaffe fhall make way through the midft of you. 
And fo a poxe take you all. 

He runs through them with his fiaffe, 
and then flies away. 



Tuc. Go fomc and make after him, and proclaime, 

That thofe that can bring the head of Cade, 

Shall haue a thoufand Crownes for his labour. 

Come march away. g x it om, 

tnttr 
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Enter King Henry , andthe gueene, andSomerfet. 

King. Lord Sommerfet, what newes heare you of the Rebell 

Ca ?«w.This my gracious Lord, that the Lord Say is done to 
death, and the City is almoft fackt. 

King. Gods will be done, for as he hath decrecd,fo mutt it b« 
And be as he pleafe,to ftop the pride of thofe rebellious men. 

fin. Had the noble Duke of Suftolke bene aline. 

The Rebell Cade had bene fuppreft ere this. 

And all the reft that do take part with him. 

Enter the Duke of Buckingham and C It ford, with the Re- 
bels, with halters about t heir neckes . 

Clijf. Long liuc King, Henry. EnglandslawfullKing; 

Loe heere my Lord, thefe Rebels are fubdude. 

And offer their Hues before your highnefle feete. 

King. But tell me Clifford, is their Captainc heere. 

Clif. No my gracious Lord, he is fled away, but proclamati- 
onsarefentforth.thathethat canbutbringhis head fhall haue 
a thoufand crownes. But may it pleafe your Maiefty to pardon 
thefe their faults, that by thefe traitors means were thus milled, 
X»»£.Stand vp you Ample men, and giue God praife, 

For you did take in hand you know not what, 

And go in peace obedient to your King,. 

Andliue asfubie&s, and you (ball not want, 

Whilll Henry Hues, and weares the Englifli Crowne. . 

M. God faue the King,God faue the King. 

King, Come let vs haft to London now with fpeede, 
Thitfolemne proceflions may be fung. 

In laud and'honor of xhe God of heauen,. 

And triumphs of this happy vi&orie. Exitomne* 

inter I acke (fade at one doore,andat the other, tJM. Alexander 
Eyden and his men , and l acke Cade lies down pic- 
king ofhearbes and eating them. 

*fa.Good Lord how pleafant is this country life, 
thisHctle land my father left me heere. 

With my contented minde,ferues me as well, 

As ^he pleafuics in the Court can yeeld, . 

G u Nos ; 
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The contention of the two f motes Houfes, 

Nor would I change this pleafure for the Court. 

Cade. Zounds, heere’s the Lord of the foyle : Stand ivillaine 
. thou wilt betray me to the King, and get a thoufand Crow n « 
for my head : but ere thou goeft, ile make thee eate yronlikean 
Edridge, and fwallow my I word like a great pit). 

Eyden. Why fawcy companion, why Ibould I betray thee ? 
Ift not enough that thou haft broke my hedges. 

And enter’d into my ground, without thelcaucofme the owner 
But thou wilt braue me too. 

Cade. Braue thee and beard thee too, by the beft blood of the 
Realtne. Lookc on me well, I haue eate no meat this fiue daies 
yet if do not Ieaue thee and thy fiue men as dead as a dore naile’ 
I pray God I may neuer eate graffe more. 

Eyden. Nay, it fhall neuer be faid whilft the world ftandj, 
That Alexander Eyden an Efquire of Kent, 

Tooke oddcs to combate with a famifht man. 

Lookc on me, my limbes are equall vnto thine. 

And euery way as bigge: then hand to hand 
Ile combat with thee. Sirra, fetch me weapons. 

And ftand you all afide. 

Cade. Now fword, ifthou doft not hew this burly-bon’d churl 
into chines of beefs, I would thou mightft fall into fomc Smiths 
hand, and be turn’d to hobnailes. 

Eyden. Come on thy way. 

They fight, and Cade fals downe. 

Cade. Oh VHlaine,thou haft fiaine the flower ofKent for chi* 
ualry, but it is famine and not thee that has done it. Forcome 
ten thoufand diuels, and giue me but the ten meales that I wan- 
ted this fiue dayes, and ile fight with you all. And foapoxeroi 
thee, tor Iacke Cade muft dye. He dyes. 

Eyden.lzckt Cade: And was this that monftrous rebel which 
I haue flame ? 

Oh fword, ile honour thee for this, and in my chamber 
Shale thou hang as a monument to after age, 

For this great ferilice thou haft done to me. 

Ile drag himhence, and with my fword 

Cut otfhis head,and beare it to the King. P& 

Enter 




terke andLanaister. 

t ter the Duke of Torke with Drum andSoldioun . 
r JTlnartnes from Ireland comes Yorke amaine, 

„ 7 ’ h el i cs aloud, bonfires perfume the ayre, 
tprtaine faire Englands royall King. 

I? Xentda Matefla, who would not buy thee deare f 
Ah5 Enter the Duke of Buckingham, 

_ . Ajp. who comes heere,Buckingham, what newes with him * 
B Ll Yorke,ifchou meane well,! greete thee fo. 

Tt Humphrey of Buckingham, welcome I fweatc : 
whit comes thou in loue,or as a Mflenger ? 

Back I come as a Meffenger fro our dread Lord &foueraigne, 
HeBry To know the rcafon of thefc armes in peace f 

Or that thou being a fubiea as I am, 

Shouldft thus approch fo neare with colours fpread. 

Whereas the perfon of the King doth keepe ? „ „ . 

Torke. A fubiea as he is ! 

Oh how I hate thefe fpiccfullabie6\ tearmes. 

But Yorke diflemble, till thou meete thy Tonnes, 

. Who now in Armes expea their fathers nghc. 

And not farre hence I know they cannot be. 

Humfrey Duke of Buckingham , pardon me. 

That I anfwer’d not at firft,my minde was troubled, 

Icameto remoue that monftrous rcbell Cade, 

And heauc proud Somerfet from out the Court, 

That bafelyyeeldedvp the Townes in France. 

Buck. Why that was preemption on thy behalfe. 

But if it be no otherwife then lo, 

The King doth pardon thee, and granft to thy requeft. 

And Somerfet is fent vnto the Tower. 

Tor'ie. Vpon thine honour is it fo ? 

Buck. Torke, he is vpon mine honour. 

Torke. Then before thy facc,I heerc difmiue my troopeSj. 

Sirs, meete me to morrow in Saint Georges fields. 

And there you ihallreceiue your pay ofme. ^ ^ ^ 

BuckjComc York*) thou fhalt go {peak c vnto the King* 
Butfce^his grace is comming to meete with vs. 
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•“ The contention of\ the two famous Houfes, 

Enter King Henry. 

King. How now Buckingham , is Torke friends with vs 
That thus thou bring!* him hand in hand with thee i * 
BttckMc is my Lord^nd hath difcharg’d his troopes 
Which came with him, but as your Grace did fay, 1 " 

T o heaue the Duke of Somerlet from hence, ' 

And to fubduc the Rebels that were vp. 

.Kiwg.Then welcome coufin Torke, giuemc thy hand, 
And thankes for thy great feruice done to vs, 

Again!* thofc traiterous Irifh that rebeld. 

Enter (JHaftcr Eyden with lacke Cades head. 

Ey den, Lon? liue King Henry in triumphant peace, 

Loe heere my Lord vpon my bended knees,. 

I hecre prefent the traiterous head of fade, 

That hand to hand in Angle fight I flue, 

King. Firft thanks to heaucn,and next to thee my friend* 
That haft fubdude that wicked traitor thus. 

Oh let me fee that head that in his life 
Did worke me and my land fuch crucli fpight, 

A vifage fterne.cole blacke his curled lockes, 

Deepe trenched furrowcs in his frowning brow, 
Prefageth warlike humors in his life. 

Heere take it hence, and thou for thy reward 
Shalt beimmediately created Knight. 

Kneele downe my friend, and tell me what’s thy name ? 

Eyden. Alexander Eyden,if it pleafe your Grace, 

A poore Efquire of Kent, 

King. Thca rile vp Alexander Eyden, Knight, 

And for thy maintenance, 1 freely giue »...•• 

A tboufand markes a ycare to maintaine thee, 

Befide the firmc reward that was proclaim’d, ■ . f 
For thoie that could performethis worthy a&e. 

And thou flialt waite vpon the perfon ofthe King. 

£;^ J hurnbly thanke your grace,and I no longer Hue. 
Then I prouciuft and loy.all to my King,.,. .rs { 1 



Exit. 

Enter 



Torke and Lane alter. 

Snter the Jjhteene with the Duke of Sower fet. 

O Buckingham, fee where Somerfet cornet, 

« j him 20 hide himfelfe till Torke be gone. 

Bl 0 b «tf» S He ^ a u not hide himlelfe for feaic of Torke, 

R„rfeard and braue him proudly to his face. 

Torke. Who’s that,proud Somerfet at liberty ? 

Rife fearcfull Henry that thus diflionor’ft me, 

L heauen,thou (halt not gouerne ouer me r 
I Lnnot brooke that Traitors prefence here. 

Nor will 1 fubiea be to fuch a King, 

Thatknowes not how to gouerne nor to rule, 

Refisnc thy Crowne proud Lancaftcr to me. 

That thou vfurped haft fo long by force, 
for now is Torke refolu’d to claime his o wne. 

And rife aloft into faire Englands Throne 

Sower .Proud traitor,! areft thee on high i treafon. 

Again!* thy foueraigne Lord,yeeld thee falter*^. 

For heere I fweare thou (halt vnto the Tower, 

For >hefe proud words which thou haft giuen the Kmg. 

King, Thou art dccciu’d,my fonnes (Kail be my baile, 

And fend thee there in defpight of him. 

Hoe, where are you boy es i 

Queene.CzU Clifford hither prefemly. , 

Enter the Duke of Torkes finnes, Edwardthe Earle of March, and 

crooke-backe Richard at the one doore.with Drum and Soldiers; & 
at the other doore, enter Cliford and hisfonne, with Drumweand 
Soldiours ,and Cltffordkneeles to Henry, and jpealzes. 

(flif. Long liue my noble Lord, and foueraigne King. 
Tforke.We thanke thee Clifford; 

Nay, do not affright vs with thy lookes. 

If thou did!* miftake,we pardon thee,kneele againe. 
faff. Why, l did no way miftake.this is my King. 

What is he mad ? To bedlam with him. 

King.\,z bedlam franticke humor driues him thus 

To leuiearmes again!* his lawfullKiog. 

Clif. Why doth not your grace fend him to the Tovf 
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Thecmentmofthe two famous Houfrs 
Queene.We. is arrefted,but will not obey, 

His fonries he faith^fhall be his bailc. 

YorkeMovi fay you boyes,, will you not ? 

Edward. Y es noble father, if our words will feme, 

Richard. And ifour. words will not,our fwords fliail. 

Yorke .Call hither tothe ftakfcjny two rough Beares, 

King - Call 'Buckingham , and bid him arnie himfelfe, 
Yorke.QzM Buckingham and ail the friends thou haft'. 

Both thou and they fliai 1 c ■» Qt this fatallhoure. 

Enter at one door ey he Earles of Salisbury and IParwicke , with Drum 
Cliff. Are thefe thy Beares ? weei baite them foone, 

Defp.ghtofthee, and all the friends thou haft. 

IVdr , You had beftgo dreame3gaine> 

To kcepe you from the tempeft of the field. 

CUf.l am refolu’d to beare a greater ftormc 
Then any thou can ft conjure vp to day. 

And that ile-write vpon thy Burgonet, 

Might I but know thee by thy houfiiould badge. 

ITar . Now by my fathers age^ldeNeuibcreft, 
r 3 m pant Beare chaind to the ragged ftaffe 
This day ile weare aloft my burgonet, 

Ason a Mountaine top the Cedar fliowes, 

That keepes his leaues in Ipightofany ftorme 

Eucn to affrigbtthee with the view thereof. V* 

C/if . And from, thy burgonet will Trend the beare 
And tread him vnder foote with all contempt, * 

Defpight the beare-ward that protedh himfo. 

r T ° ng u l : f -^ f ° ren °wned Soucraigne to'armes. 

To quell thefc Traitors and their complices. 

Fn/T , n ilr Cha . ri 1 Cy /? r ftame ><P eak « «t notinfpighr, 

lor you fiiallfup witfrlefus Chrift tonights 

T ™{ Ki f ‘r°"l e Sti g ,iiaEi ci<e thou canft not tell, 
^.No/onfnot in heauen.youTfurely fup in hfft. 

Suit macs, JIarW 
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torke and LattcaBer. 

. m the bdttaile , and then enter the Duke ofSonterfetand Rt- 
AUr Urd fighting, andRtchard kilshtm vnder thefigneoftheCafile 
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S.Albones. 



gk L so, Lie thou there, and tumble in thy blood, 
Wb ^th“« )t hcfig M of t he.Caftlc> 

Andnow behold, vnder a paltry Ale-houfe figne, 

famous by his death. Exit. 

Alarms s agame , andenterthe Earle oftVarmcke alone. 

Wrmck, Clifford of Cumberland, tis Warwicke cals. 

And if thou doft not hide thee from the beare. 

Now whilft the angry Trumpets found alarmes. 

And dead mens cries do fill the empty aire : 

Clifford I fay, come forth and fight with me. 

Proud Northerne Lord, Clifford of Cumberland, 

Warwicke is hoarfe with calling thee to armes. 

C Ufford fpeakes within. 

Clif. Warwicke ftand ftill, and view the way that Clifford 
hewes with his murthering Curtelax,throgh the fainting troops 
tofindetbeeout. 

Warwicke ftand ftill,and ftir not till I come* 

Enter Yorkg. , 

"XWar , How now my Lord^what a foote ? 

Who kild your horfef 

.The deadly hand of GBffbrd. Noble Lord; 

Fiuehorfe this day flaine vnder me. 

And yet braue Warwicke 1 remaine aliue. 

But I did kill his horfe he lou’dfo well. 

The bonieft gray that crc was bredin Norths 
* 7 H 3 
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The contention of the two famous Houfet 
Enter Clifford,and Warmckf offers to fight with him 
Hold iTarwickc , and fecke thee out Tome other chafe 
My felfe will hunt this Deare to death. 

tf^r.Braue Lord,tis for a Crowne thou fights, 

Clifford farwell.as I intend to profper well to day. 

It grieues my foule to leaue thee vnaffailde. 

Exit Wurwicke 

Torke.Now Clifford, fince we are fingled hecrc alone ^ 
Be this the day ofdoome to one of vs. 

For now my heart hath fworne immortail hate 
To thee, and all the houfe of Lancafier. 

Cliffrrd.hnA heere I Eland, and pitch my footc to thine 
Vowing neuer to ftir.till thou or I be flaine. 1 

For neuer (hall my heart be fafe at reft. 

Till I haue fpoild the hatcfull houfe of Torke. 

A/armes,and they fight, and Torke kits Clifford » 
Torke. Now Lancafier fit fure.thy finewes Ihrinkc, 

Come fearefull Henry grouelling on thy face, 

Yeeld vp thyCrownc vnto the Prince of Torke. 



Mar mes, then enter young Clifford alone, 
Tong Clifford . Father of Cumberland, 

Where I may feeke my aged Father forth ? 

Oh difmall fight.fee where hebreathleffelics, 

All fmeard and weltred in his lake-warme blood, 
Ah, aged pillar of all Cumberlands true houfe, 
Sweete father,to thy murdred ghoft I fweare 
Itnmortall hate vnto the houfe of Torke , 

Nor neuer fhall I fieepe fecure one nighr. 

Till I haue furioufiy reuendge thy death, 

And left not one of them to breathe on earth. 

He takes him vp on his backe. 

And thus as old Anktfes fonne did beare 
His aged father on his manly backe. 

And fought with him againft the bloody Greekes, 
Euen fo will I.But ftay,heer’s one of them. 

To whom my foule hath fworne immortall hate. 



Exit Torke, 
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Torke and Lancaster* 

gichard, and then Clifford lay esdowne his father, fightitveith 
E ” him, end Richard flies away againe. 

0ut cr ook’d-backe vUlaine, get thee from my fight. 

But I will after thee, and once againe 
/ When I haue borne my father to his Tent) 

it- trvmv fortune better with thee yet. , , . _ , 

l‘ e tr y ‘ Sxit yor.g Clifford with his Father. 

tAUrms againe, and then enter three or foure, bearing the Duke 
offBuckingham wounded to his Tent. 

Alarms flill, and then enter the King and gueene. 
fhteene. Away my Lord, and flye to London lhaight, 
Makehaft, for vengeance comes along with them : 

Come, ftand not to expoftulate, let’s go. 

King. Come then faire Queene, to London let vs halt,. 

And fummon vpa Parliament with fpeede, 
Toftopthefurvofthefedyrceuents. 

* 3 Exit King and Queene. 

Alar ms, and then afiourijh , and enter the Duke of 
Torke, Edward,and Richard. 

Torke. How now boyes, fortunate this fight hath bene, 

I hope to vs and ours, for Englands good, 

And our great honour, that fo long we loft , 

Whilft faint-heart Henry did viurpe our rights. 

But did you fee old Sals bury, fince we 
With bloody minds did buckle with the foe * 

I would not for the Ioffe of this right hand. 

That ought but well betide that good old man. 

Rich. My Lord, I faw him in the thickeft throng, 

Charging his Lance with his old weary armes. 

And thrice I faw him beaten from his horfe. 

And thrice this hand did fet him vp againe, . 

And ftill he fought with courage gainft his foes, 

Tbcboldeft fpirited man that exe mine eyes beheld. 
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The cMentton tf thetwofamusHoufeSy 

Enter Salisbury and tVarwicke* 

Edward. See noble Father, where they both do come 
The onely props vnto thehoufe of Yorke. 

Sal. Well haft thou fought this day, thou valiant Duke, 

And thou braue bud of Yorkes encreafing houfe. 

The fmall remainder of my weary life, 

I hold for thee,for with thy warlike arme. 

Three times this day thou haft preferu’d my life, 

TorkeMV hat fay you Lords,thc King is fled to London/ 
There as I heere to hold a Parliament. 

VVhat faies Lord ffarwicke, fhall we after them ? 

War. After them, nay before them if we can s 
Now by my faith Lords,t’was a glorious day, 

Saint t/4lbones battaile wonne by famous Eorke s 
Shall be eterniz’d in all age to come* 

Sound Drums and Trumpets, and to London all. 

And more fuch dayes as thefe,to vs befall, 

Exitmntt, 
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The Second Part. 



Containing the Tragedie of 

Richard DukeofYorke, and the 
good t\ing Henrie the 
Sixt. 

f Enter Richard Duke of Yorke , the Earle of Warwicks , the Duke of 
Norfolke, Mare/ueffe Mount ague, Edward Earle of March , then 
frooke backs Richard , and the young Earle of Rutland, with drum 
andfouldiers, with white Rofes in their hats. 

iParwicke. 

Wonder how the King efcap’d our hands. 
Yorke. Whilft vie purfu’d the horfemen of the 
North, 

Heflilyftoleaway and left his men: 

Whereat the great Lord of Northumberland, 
Whofe warlike earcs could neuer brooke re- 
treat, 

e battels front, and there with him 
Lord Stafford md Lord Clifford all 3 brcft 
Brake in, and were by th’hands of common fouldiers ftaine# 
f dmard. Lord Staffords Father, Duke of Buckingham, 

Is cither flain cor wounded dangeroufly, 

I I 








The contention of the two fmom Houfes, 

I deft his Beuer with a down-right blow : 

Father, that this is true, behold his blood. 

Client . And brother, heeres the Earle of Wiltfhircs blood 
Whom I encounter’d as the battailes ioyn’d. 

r R(ch. Spcake thou for me, and tell them what I did. 

Torke. What is your Grace dead my Lord of Somerfet ? 

Norf. Such hope haue all the line of John of Gaunt. 

Rich. Thus do I hope to fhape King Henries head. 

War. And fo do I vi£torious Prince ofYorke, 

Before I fee thee featedin that Throne, 

Which now the houfe of Lancafter vfu'rpcsr, 

I vow by heauen, thefe eyes fhall neuer elofe. 

This is the Palace of that fcarefull King, 

And that the re gall chaire rPoffeffe it Yorkc, 

For this is thine, and not King Henries heyres. 

me then fweet Warwicke , and I will : 

For hither are we broken in by force. 

Norf. Weell all afilft thee, and he that flyes (hall die,’ 

York. Thankes gentle NorfoIke.Stay by me my Lords, 

And foldiers ftay you heere,and lodge this night. 

War. And when the King comes offer him no violence, 
Vnleffehe feeke to put vs out by force, 

Rich. Arm’d as we be let’s ftay within this houfe. 

War. The bloody Parliament (hall this be call’d, 

Vnleffe Plant agenet Duke ofYorke be King, 

And bafhfull Henry be depofde, whofe cowardife 
Hath made vs by-v/ords to our enemies. 

Torke, Then leaue me not my Lords.; for now I meant 
To take poffeflion of my right. 

War . Neither the King, nor him that loues himbeft. 

The proudeftbird that holds vp Lancafter, 

Dare ftirre a wing, i (warwicke (hake his bels. 

He plant Plant agenet : and roote him out whodares i 
Refolue thee Richard, claimethe Englifh Crowne. 

Enter king Henry the fxt,witb the D. ofExcefier, the Earle of Net" 
thumher land, the Earle of Wefl merland, and Clifford the Earle if 
Cumberland, with red Rofes in their hats. 






Torke and Lane after. 

King. Lookc Lordings where the fturdy Rebell fits, 

F & the chaire of State : belike he mcancs 

(Back'd by the power of ITarwicke that falfe Peere) 

To afpite vnto thc Crowne, and reigne as King. 

Farle (^Northumberland, he ^ t hy father, 

Ld thine Clifford : and you both haue vow’d reuenge. 

On him, his fonnes, his fauourites, and his friends. 

Korth. And if I be not,heauens be reueng’d on me. 

Clif. The hope thereof, makes Clifford mourne in fteele. 

Weft. What# (hall we fuffer this? Let’s pull him downe. 

My heart for anger breakes, 1 cannot fpeake. 

Ktng.'Re patient gentle Earle of Weftmerland. 

Clif . Patience is for Pultrounes, fuch as he ; 

He durftnot fic there had your Father liu’d. 

My gracious Lord, heerein the Parliament, 

Let vs affaile the family ofYorke. 

North. Well haft thou fpoken Cofcn, be it fo. 

King. O know you not the Citty fauours them. 

And they haue troopes of fouldiers at their becke. 

£«f,Buc when the Duke isflaine,theyl quickly flye. 

King. Far be it from the thoughts of Henries heart. 

To make a fhambles of the Parlament houfe : 

Cofen of Exeter, words, frownes,and threats, 

Shal be the warres that Henry roeanes to vfe. 

Thou fa&ious Duke©fw->rlr» 

I am thy foueraigne. 

Torke. Thou art deceiu 
Exet. Forfhame come downe, he made thee Duke of Yorke. 
Torke. Twas my inheritance, as the kingdome is. 

Exet.Tfry father was a T raitor to the Crowne. 

War. Exeter thou art a Traitor to the Crowne, 

Infollowing this vfurping Henry. 

Clif. Whom fhould he follow but his naturallKing. 

War. True Clifford, and thats Richard Duke ofYorke. 

King, And fhall I ftand while thou fitft in my Throne ? 

Torke. Content thy felfe, it muft and fhall be fo. 

War. Be Duke of Lancafter, let him be King. 

I i 




The contention of ' the two famous Houfes , 

iWefl. Why ?he is both King and Duke of Lancafter, 

And that the Earle of U?e)hnerland (hall maintaine. 

War. And Warwick? fhall difprooue it. You forget 
That we are thofe that chac’d you from the field 
And flew your father, and with colours fpred 
Marcht through the Cttty to the Pallas gates. 

North. No Warwick?, I remember’t to my greefe : 

And by his foulc, thou and thy houfe fliall rew it. 

Weft. plantagenet of thee and of thyfonnes. 

Thy kinfmen and thy friends, lie hauemoreliues. 

Then drops of blood were in my fathers veines. 

Clif. Vrge it no more, leaft in rcuenge thereof, 

1 fend thee Warwick? fuch a meflenger. 

As fhall reuenge his death before 1 flirre. 

War. Poore Clifford, how I fcorne thy w or thlefle threats. 

York?. Will ye we (View our Title to the Crowne, 

Or elle our fwords fhall plcade it in the field ? 

King. What Title haft thou Traitor to the Crowne? 

Thy Father was as thou art, Duke of Yorkc : 

Thy Grand-father Roger Mortimer Earle of March. 

I am the fonne of Henry the fife, who tam’d the French, 

And made the Dolphin ftoope, and feiz’d vpon 
Their Townes and Prouinccs. 

War. Talke not of France fince thou haft loft it all. 

King. The Lord Protc&or loft it, and not I, 

When I was crown’d, I was but nine months old. 

T^ch. Y’are old enough now, and yctmethinkcsyoulofe: 
Father, teare the Crowne from the V furpers head. 

E dw. Do fo fweet father, fet it on your head. 

Mont. Good brother, as thou lou’ft and honour’d artnes, 
Let’s fight it out, and not ftand cauilling thus. 

fy'cA. Sound Drums and Trumpets, and the King will fly c » 

York?* Peace fonnes. 

North. Peace thou, and giue King Henry leaue to (peake. 

King. All Plant agenet, why feek’ft thou to depofe me ? 

Are we not both Plantagenets by birth ? 

And from two brothers lineally defeent? 




. ff-Yorke and Lancafter. 

tuppofe by tight and equity thou be King t 
Thinkft thou, that I will leaue my Kingly feate, 

Wherein my Father, and myGrandure fate ? 

No firft fhall warre vnpeople this my Realme, 

I and our Colours often borne in France, 

And now in England (to our hearts great forrow) 

Shall be my winding (beet. Why faint you Lords ? 

My Titles better farre than his . 
lYar. Proue it Henry, and thou fhalt be King. 

King. Why Henry the fourth by conqucft got the Crowne. 
Torke. Twas by rebellion gainft his Soucraigne. 

King. I know not what to fay, my Titles weake. 

Tell me, may not a King adopt an heire ? 

War. What then? 

King. Then am I lawful! King. Tor Richard 
The fecond, in the view of many Lords, 

Refign’d the Crowne to Henry the fourth, 

Whofe heire my Father was, and I am his. 

Tork?. I tell thee he role againft him being his Soueraigne, 

And made him to refigne the Crowne perforce. 

War. Suppofemy Lord he did it vneonftrain’d, 

Thinkeyou that wercpreiudiciall to the Crowne ? 

Exet, No, for he could not fo refigne the Crowne, , 

But that the next heyre muft fucceede and reigne. 

King. Art thou 3gainft vs Duke of Exeter i 
Exet, His is the right, and therefore pardon me. 

King. All will rcuoltfromme,and turnc to him. 

North. Vlantagenet, for all the claime thou laift, 

Thinke not King Henry fhall be thus depofde. 

War. Depofd he fhall be in defpight of thee. 

Afor.Tufh Warwick ?, thou art deceiu’d : 

Tis not thy Southernc powers of Eflex,SufFolke, Norfolke, 

And Kent, that makes thee thus prefumptuous and proud, ■ 

Can fet the Duke vp in defpight of me. 

0‘f- King Henry be thy Title right or wrong, 

Lord Offordnaytcs to fight in thy defence. 

May that ground gape and fwallow me aliue, 

I 3 Wher ? . 
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Where Ido kneele to hint that flew my Father. * 

King. O Clifford, how thy words reuiue my fou!c. 

Torke. Henry of Lancafter refigne thy Crowne. 

What mutter you ? Or what confpireyou Lords? 

ITar. Do right vnto this Princely Duke of Yorke 
Or I will fill the houie with armed men, 

Enter Soldiers . 

And ouer the Chaire of fiate where now he fits 
Write vp his Title with thy vfurping blood. ' 

King. O Warwick^, hears me fpeake : 

Let me but reigne in quiet while I iiuc. 

Torke. Confirme the crowne to me, and tomine heires 
And thou {halt reigne in quiet whilft thou liii’ft. * 
King. Conuey the fouldiers hencc,and then I will. 

War. Captaine condu& theminto 7 'uthill fields. 

Clif, What wrong is this vnto the Prince your fon > 

War. V Vhat good is this for England and himfeife > 

North. Bafe, fearfully and defpairing Henry. 

Clif, How haft thou wronged both thy felfe’ and ys > 

\reft. I cannot ftay to heare thefe Articles. 

Clif. Nor I, Come cofen lets go tell the Queen e. Exit 

North. Be thou a prey vnto the houfe of Yorke/ 

And die m bands for this vnkindly deede. * £x!t 

Clif. In dreadfull war mayft thou be ouercome. 

Or Hue in peace abandond and delpifd, ’ £ xit 

E**f.They- reckcreuen S e ’ and therefore will not ycdde my 
King. Ah Exeter ? 

ar. VVhy fliould you figh my Lord ? 

King. Not for my felfe Lord ITarwicke, but my fonne, 
Whom I vnnaturally {hall difinheric. 

But be it as it may. I heere intaile the Crowne 
To thee and to thine heyres, conditionally. 

That heere thou take an oath. 

To ccafe thefe ciuill broyles,and whilft I flue 
T o honor me as thy King and Soueraigne. 

T orks That oath I willingly take^nd will nerforme. 

War. 




of Yorke and Lancafter* 

ffltf.Long hue King tfew^.Plantagenct embrace him. 
fang, And long liue thou>and all thy forward fonnes. 
for^.Now Yorke and Lancafter are reconcilde. 
fowf.Accurft be he that feekes to make them foes. 

• Sound Trumpets, 

Yorke yd'] Lord ,Ee take my leaue. 

For lie to Wakefield, to my Caftle. 

Exit Yorke with his fonnes. 

War. And ile keepc London with my fouldiors. Exit. 

Norf. And ile to Norfolke with my followers. Exit. 

(jMont. and I to the fea from whence I came. Exit. 

Enter the Queene and the Prince. 

Exet. My Lord, heere comes the Qucene,Ue fteale away... 
King. And fo will I. 

Qneene.Nixy ftay,or elfe lie follow thcc, 
foBjr.Be patient gentle Qucene,and then lie ftay. 

Queen. What patience can there be <“ ah timerous man. 

Thou haft vndone thy felfe, shy fonne, and me, 
and giuen our rights vnto the houfe of Torke. 
art thou aKing,and wilt be foreft to yeeld i 
Had I bene therc.tbe fouldiers ftiould haue toft 
Me on their launces points, before 1 would haue 
Granted to their wils.The Duke is made , 

Proteftor ofthc Land i Sterne Falcon bridge 
Commands the narrow feas : and thinkft thou then 
Tofleepc fecureM heere diuorceme Henry . 

From thy bed,vntill that a<fte of Parliament 
Berecald.wherein thou yeeldeftto the houfe of Yor.te, 
ThcNortheme Lords- that haue forfworne thy colours. 

Will follow mine,if once they fee them fpread, 
and fpread they {hall vnto thy deepe difgrace. 

Come fonne,lets away,and leaue him heere alone. 

King. Stay gentle Margaret ,and heare me fpeake, 

•<*f.Thou haftfpoke too much already, therefore be ftilh 
fow^.Gentle foftnc Ed^ardiWilt thou ftay with me ? 
<&e»,I,to be murderedby his enemies. Exit, 

’ a Prince, 
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Prtn. When I returnc with vidlory from the field, 
lie fee your Grace, till then He follow her. 

King, Poore Queenc.hcrlouctO'me and tothe Prince her fon 
Makes her in furie thus to forget her felfe. 
lleucngcd may (he be on that accurfed Duke. 

Come Cofen of Exeter, ftay thou heere. 

For Clifford and thofeNortherne Lords be gone, 

1 fcarc towards Wakefield, to difturbe thcDuke. 

Enter Edward, and Richard, and Montague. 

Edw. Brother, and cofen Montague, giue melcaue tolpeake. 
Rich, Nay, I can better play the Orator. 

Tttont. But 1 haue reafons ftrong and forceable. 

Enter the Duke of Torke. 

Torke. How now fonnes what at aiarre amongft yourfelues? 
Rich. No Father, but a fwecte contention, about that which 
concernes your felfe and vs, The Crowne of England father. 

Torke. The Crowne boy, why Henries yet aliue. 

And I haue fworne that he fhall reigne in quiet till his death. 
Ed. But I would breakc an hundred oaths to reigne one yeare. 
Rich. And if it pleafe your Grace to giuemeleaue, 
lie fhew your Grace the way to faue your oath. 

And difpoffefle King Henry from the Crowne, 

Torke. I prcthc Dicke let me heare thy deuice. 

Rich, Then thus my Lord, 

An Oath is of no moment, 

Being not fworne before a lawfull Magiftrate. 

Henry Is none, but doth vfurpe your right. 

And yet your Grace (lands bound to him by Oath. 

Then noble father refolue your felfe. 

And once more claime the Crowne. 

Torke. I, fail! thou to boy ? why then it fhall be fo. 

I am refolu’d to win the Crowne, or dye. 

Edward, thou (halt to Edmund Brooke Lord Cobham, 

With whom the Kenrifhmen will willingly rife. 

Thou Cofen Montague (halt to Norfolke ftraight. 

And 



Torke andlancAlfer. 

And bid the Duke to mtifter vp his foldiours, 

And come to me to Wakefield ^xefmily. 

And Rjchardith on to London ftraight fh alt poftc, 

And bid Richard Neuill Earle of IParmcke, 
polcaue the Cnty,and with his men of warre. 

To meete me at S .Mbones ten dayes hence. 

My felfe heere in SandaU Caftle will prouide 
Both men and mony to further our attempts. 

Now, what newes ? Enter a Mefenger . 

jtftfiMy Lord, the Quecne with thirty thoufand men, 
Accompanied with the Earles of Cumberland, 

Northumberland. znA Wefimertand, 

With others of the houfe of Lancafter, 

Are marching towards Wakefield, 

Tobefiedge you in your Caftle heere. 

Enter Sir lohn , and Sir Hugh Mortimer . 

Torke A Gods name let them come. 

Coufin Montague, pofkc you hence. 

And boy es ftay you with me. 

Sir John and fir Hugh CMort utter mine Vnckles, 

Y’are welcome to Sandall in an happy boure. 

The army of theQueene meanes to befiedge vs. 

Sir Iohn.She (hall not needemy Lord, 

Wee’l meete her in the field. 

• Torke. What, with fiue thoufand foludtors,Vnckle r 
Rich. I father, with fiue hundred for a need, 

A woman’s Generali, what fhould yOufeare? 

Indeed, many braue battels haue 5 wonne 
h Normandy, when as the cnemie 
Hath bin ten to one, and why fhould I now doubt 
Of the like fuccefle ? I am refolu’d.Gome lets goe v 
Edw. Let’s march away,I heare their drums. Exit, 

Alarmes,and then enter the young Earle of 
Rutland and his Tutor. 

Tutor .Oh fly e my Lord.leti leaue the Caftle, 

And flye to Wakefield ftraight. 

K Enter 
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"Enter Clifford, 

Rut.O Tutor ,lookc where bloody Clifford comes. 
CY//.Chaplame away, thy Pricfthood faues thy life, 

As for the brat of that accurfcd Duke, 

Whofe father flew my father, lie fiiall dye. 

T»tor. Oh Clifford, fpare this tender Lord,leaft 
Heauen reuenge it on thy head : oh Caue his life. 

C7/]f.Soldiors away, and drag him hence perforce : 

Away with the villaine. Exit Cbaplaine . 

How now, what dead already ? or is it fearethat 
Makes him dofe his eyes ? lie open them. 

Rut. So lookes the pent vp Lion on the Lambc, 

And fo he walkes inlulting ore his prey. 

And fo he turncs againc to rend his limbes in funder, 

Oh Clifford, kill me With thy fword,and 
Not with fucha cruel! thtcatninglooke, 

I am too meane a fubiedl for thy wrath. 

Be thou reuendge on men, and let me liue. 

(flif.ln vaine thou fpeakeft poore boy : my fathers 
Blood hach ftopt the palfage where thy words fhould enter. 

iJar.Then let my fathers; blood ope it againe,he is a 
Man, and Clifford cope with hino* 

Clif . Had I thy brethren hcere, their liucs and thine 
Were not reuenge' fufficient for me. 

Or fhould I dig vp thysfo.re-fptbcrsgraues. 

And hang their rottenSoffius Vp in chaines, 

It could not flake mine ire, nor. eafe my heart, 

The fight of any of the houfe of Torke,. 

Is as a fury to torment my foulc. 

Therefore till I roote out that cutfed line. 

And leaue not one on eartb,Ue liue in hell therefore. 

Rut .Oh k t me pray,beforc I take my death. 

To thee I pray : Sweet Clifford pitty me. 

(uch pitty as myrapiers point affords. : 

Rut. I neuer did thee hurtjWbcrcfore wilt thou kill tut? 
Clif. Thy father hath. 







Torke and Lane After* 

gut t*was ere I was borne. 

Thou haft one fonnc.for his fake pitty me, 

Leaft in reuenge thereof, fith God is iuft, 

He be as miferably flaine as I. 

Oh let me liue in prifon aft my daies, 
and when I giue occafion of offence. 

Then let me die/of now thou haft no caufe. 

C/z/.No caufe s’ Thy father flew my father, therefore die. 
plantarenet, I come Plant agenet. 

And this thy fonnes blood cleauing to my blade, 

Shall ruft vpon my weapon,ttfl thy blood 

Congeald with his, do make me wipe off both. Exit* 

Alar met, enter the Tfttke of Torke film . 

Torke. Ah Torke, poftc to thy Caftle,faue thy life. 

The goale is loft,thou houfe of Lancaftcr, 

Thrice happy chance is it for thee and thine, 

Thatheauen abridgdc my daies,and cals me hence, 

ButGod knowes what chance hath betide my fonnes ; 

But this I know, they haue demeand thcmfclues, 

Like men borne to renowe by life or death : 

Three times this day came Richard to my fight, 
and cried courage, Father : vidfory or death, 
andtwice fa oft came Edward to my view. 

With purple Faulchion painted to the hilts. 

In bloud ofthofe whom lie had flaughtered. 

Ohharke,lhcare the dmms.No way to flie? 

No way to faue my life i and heere I flay : 

And hcere my life muft end. 

Enter the ffhteene, Clifford, Northumberland, 
and Soldiours, 

Come bloudy Clifford, rough Northumberland, 

I dare your queilchlefle fury to more bloud .* 

This is the But, and this abides your {hot. 

Northum . Yeeld to our mercies, proud Plant agenet, 

Qtf.lxo fuch mercy as his ruthfull arme 
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With ciowne right p ayment lent vnto my father. 

Now Phaeton hath tumbled from his carre, 

And made an euening at the noone tide pricke. 

Torke. My a flies like the Phoenix rmay brine f 
A bird that will reuenge it on you all, 

And in that hope I call mine eyes to heauen. 

Scorning what ere you can affii&me with. 

Why flay you Lords 7what,mulcitudes and 

Clif. So cowards fight when they can flie no longer, 

So Doues do pecke the Rauens piercing tallents. 

So defperatc theeues.all hopelefle of their liues. 

Breathe out inue&iues ’gainft the Officers. 

Torke. Oh Clifford,yet bethinke thee once againe, . 

And in thy minde ore-runne my former time. 

And byte thy tongue that flanderft-him with cowatdife, 
Whofc very looke hath made thee quake ere this. 

£7//. I will not bandy with thee word for word,. 

But buckle with thee blowes twice two for one. 

«(ftf»e.Hold valiant Clifford fox athoufand 
would prolong the traitors life a while. 

Wrath makes him deafe,fpeakc thou Northumberlo 
Afar. Hold (7/jjfird, do not honour him formich, 

T o pricke thy finger,though to wound his heart. 

What valour where it whena curre doth grin. 

For one to thruft his hand betweene his teeth. 

When he might fpurne him with his foote away 4 
Tis warres prize to take all'aduantages. 

And ten to one,is no impeach in warres. 

Fight and take hitsta. 

C/if A, I, fo ftriues the Woodcokc with the gin. 

North. So doth the Cunnyftruggle with the net* 

Torke. So triumphs theeues vpon their conquer’d bootyj 
So true men yeeld,by robbbers ouer-matchr. 

North. What will your grace haue done with hirtl ? 
Qjteene. Brauc vnmout^f/ifford and Northumberland, 
him (land vpon this mole-hill heere, 
at Mountaincs with otit-ftretched arnst. 
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Torke end Lancaster. 

And patted but the fliadow with hi s hand. 

Was it y® u l h at reueld in oUr Parliament , 

And made a prechment of your high defeent ? 

Where are your meffe of fonnes to backeyou now ?■ 
The wanton Edward, zad the lufty George ? 

Or wher's that valiant crookt-backt prodegy > 
J)tckey your boy,that with his grumbling voice, 

Was wont to cheare his Dad in mutinies ? 

Or mongft the reft, where is your darling Rutland* 
Looke Torke, I dipt this napkin in the blood. 

That valiant Clifford with his rapiers point, 

Made iflue from the bofome of thy boy. 

And if thine eyes can water for his death, 

I aiue thee this to dry thy chcckes withall. 

A?as poore Torke : but that I hate thee much, 

I Ihould lament thy mi fcrable ftate. 

I prechee grieue to make me merry, York e 5 
Sumpe,raue and fret, that I may fing and dance, 
VVhat,hath thy fiery heart fo parch thine entrailes, 
That not a teare can fall for Rut lands death ? 

Thou wouldft be feede I fee, to make me fport. 

Torke cannot fpeake,vnleffc he weare a crowne. 

A crowne for Yorke.and Lords bow lowtobitp. 

So, hold you his hands, whilft I do fet it on. 

I, now looke* he like a King. 

This is he that tooke King Henries chaire, 

And this is he was his adopted heyre; 

But how is it that great Plantagenet, 

Iscrownd fo foone,and brokehis ho’yoath, 

As.I bethinke me, you fliould not be King, 

Till our Henry had ftiooke hands with death, 
and will you impale your head with Henries glory, 
and rob his temples of the Diadem 
Now in his life,againft your holy oath * 

Oh, tis a fault too too vnpardonable. 

Offwith the crowne,and with the crowne his head, 
and whilft w e bre athc,take time to do him dead, 

K 3 
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Clif. That's my office for my fathers death. 

Queene. Yet flay, and lets heare theOrifons he makes, 
TorfeShc wolfe of France, but worfe then wolues of France* 
Whofe tongue’smorepoifon’d then the Adders tooth. 

How ill befeeming is it in thy fexe. 

To triumph like an Amazonian trull, 

Vponhis wocs,whom Fortune captiuates ? 

But that thy face is vifard-Jjke vnehanging. 

Made impudent by vfe of euill deeds ; 

I would aflay, proud Queene to make thee blufh. 

To tydl thee of whence thou art, from whom deriu’de, 

T’were (hame enough to Chame thee, were thou not Ihamclefli ^ 
Thy father beares the type of King of Nafles t 
Of both the ,and lernfalem. 

Yet not fo wealthy as an englifh yeoman. 

Hath that poore Monarch taught thee to infult ? 

It needs not,or it bootes thee not proud Queene, 

V nlcCfe the Adage muft be verifide ; 

That beggers mounted.run their horfe to death, 

Tis beauty, that oft makes women proud ; 

ButGod he wots, thy ffiare thereof is fmall. 

Tis gouernment that makes them moft admir’d. 

The contrary doth make thee wondred at. 

Tis vertue that makes them feeme diuine. 

The want thereofmakes thee abhominablc. 

Thou art as oppofitc to euery good, 

As:the ^Antipodes are vnto vs, 

Or as the South to the Septentrion. 

Oh Tygers heart wrapt in a womans hide; 

How couldft thou draine the life blood of the childe. 

To bid the father wipe his eyes withall. 

And yet be feene to beare a womans face ? 

Women are milde,pittifull,and flexible, 
Thouindurate,fteme,rough,remorcelefle. 

Bids thou me rage ? why now thou haft thy will. 

W ouldft haue me weepe ? why fo,thou haft thy wiffi* 

For raging vvindcs blow vp a ftormc of tcares. 



Torke nnd LancA&er. 

And when the rage alacs,thc rainc begins. 

Thefe tcares are my fweet Rutland! obfequies. 

And euery drop begs vengeance as it fals. 

On thee fell Clifford, and the falfe French- woman, 
ifor^.Befhrew me but his paflions moue me fo, 
as hardly I can checke mine eyes from teares. 

That face of his,the hungry Cannibals 
Could not haue toucht, would not haue ftain’d with bloud ; 

But you are more inhumane, more inexorable, 

Oten times more then Tygers of Arcadia. 

Sec ruthlefle Queene, a haplcfle fathers teares. 

This cloth thou dipts inblood of my lwcete boy, 

Andloe.with teares I waft) the blood away. 

Keepe thou the napkin,and goboaft of that, 

And if thou tell the ftory well, 

Vpon my foulc the hearers willfticd teares, 

I,euen my foes will ffied faft falling teares, 
and fay,ala(fc,it was a pitteous deed. . 

Here, cake the crowne,and with the crowne my curfe, 
and in thy need, fuch comfort come to thee, 
as now I reape at thy too cruell hands. 

Hard harted Clifford, take me from the world. 

My foule to heauen,my blood vpon your heads. 

North. Had he bin flaughterman of all my kin, 

I could not chufcbut weepe with him, to lee 
How inward anger gripes his hart. 

weeping ripe, my Lord MorthumberUnd} 

Thinke but vpon the wrong he did vs all. 

And that will quickly dry your melting teares. 

Cltff. There’s for my oath,there s for my fathers death. 

Queen. And there’s to right our gentle harted kindc* 

Torke. Open thy gates of mercy gracious God, 

My foulc flies foorth to meete with thee, 

J%Heeni,Qf £ with his headland fet it on Yorke Gatcs f 
SoTtr/g may ouer-iookethcTowucof York** 
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Enter Edward and Richard, with Drum and Soldiourj. 

Edw.Hi 'ter this dangerous fight and baplefle warre, 

How doth my noble brother Richard fare ? 

Rtch.X cannot ioy vntill I be refolu’d. 

Where our right valiant father is become. 

How often did I fee him bearc himfelfe. 

As doth a Lyon midft a heard of Neat, 

So fled the enemies from our valiant Father, 

Methinkes tis pride enough to be his fonne. 

Three funnes appeare in the tAyre. 

Edw.Loe.how the morning opes her golden gates. 

And takes her farwell of the glorious funne, 

Dazle mine eyes, or do I fee three funs ? 

Rich. Three glorious funnes,not feparated by a racking cloud 
But feuered in a pale clcere fttining sky. 

See, fee, they ioync,embrace,and feeme to kiffc, 

As if they vowd fome league inuiolate. 

Now are they but one lampe,one light, one funne. 

In this the heauens doth figure fome euent. 

Edw . I thinke ic cites vs brother to the field, 

Thar we the fonnes of braue Plantagenet t 
Already each one flaming by his meed. 

May ioyne in one, and ouer-peere the world. 

As this theearth,and therefore hence forward, 
lie bcare vpon my T arget,three fa'ire (Lining funs. 

But what art thou that look’ftfoheauily? 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Mef.Oh,one that was a wofull looker on, 

When as the noble Duke of Yorke was flaine. 

Edrv.Oh fpcake no more, for I can bcare no more. 

Rich . T ell on thy tale, for I will heare it all. 

Trtef.W hen as the noble Duke was put to flight, 
and then purfude by Clifford and the Queene, 
and many fouldiors moe,who all at once 
Let driue at him,and forc’d the Duke to yecld, 

and 



terkeand Lancafter. 

A .Ken theV let him on a mole-hill there, 
crown’d the gracious Duke in high defpite, 

VVho then with teares began to waile his fall. 

The ruthleffe Queene perceiuing he did weepe, 

Giue him a handkercher to wipe his eyes. 

Dint in the blood of fweet young Rutland, 

Rtf rough Clifford flaine : who weeping tooke it vp. 

Then through his breft they thruft their bloody fwords. 

Who like a Lambe fell at the butchers feete. 

Then on the gates of Yorke they fet his head, 

And there it doth remaine the pitteous fpe&acle 
That ere mine eyes beheld. 

Edw. Sweet Duke of Yorke, our prop to leane vpon. 

Now thou art gone, there is no hope for vs : 

Now my foules Palace is become a prifon. 

Oh would fhe breake from compaffe ofmy breft, 

Forneuer (ball I haue more ioy. 

Rich. I cannot weepe, fot all my breafts moyfture 
Scarfe ferues to quench my furnace burning hate : 

I cannot ioy till this white Rofcbe dy’de, 

Euen in the heart blood of the houfe of Lancafter. 

Richard, I bare thy name, and lie reuenge thy death. 

Or dye my fclfe in feeking of reuenge. 

Edw. His name that valiant Duke hath left with thee. 

His chaire andDukedome that remaines for me. 

Rich. Nay, if thou be that Princely Eagles bird. 

Shew thy defeent by gazing gainft the Sunne, 

For Chaire, and Dukedome ; Throne and Kingdome fay. 

For either that is thine, or elfe thou yiert not his. 

Enter the Earle ofWarwicke, Montague, with drum , 
ancient, and fouldiers. 

War. How now faire. Lords : what fare? what newes abroad? 
Rich. Ah Warwick*, fhould we report the balefull n c\ves. 

And at each words deliuerance, flab Ponyatds in out fleih 

Till all were told, the words would adde 

More anguifli then the wounds. , 





40 






200 

II 



210 220 





260 

I III 



250 




290 300 






Vlf in -ii 







The contention of the two famous Heufes, 

Ah valiant Lord, the Duke ofYorkcisflaine. 

Edw. Ah Wtxrwict?. Warwick?, that Plantagenet 
Which held thee deerc ; I, eucn as his foules redemption,. 
Is by the ftemc Lord Clifford, done to death. 

War. Ten dayes ago I drown’d thole tiewes intcares. 
And now to adde more meafurc to your woes : 

I come to tell you newes fincc then befalnc. 

After the bloody fray at Wakefield fought. 

Where your braue father breath’d his lateft gafipe, 
Tydings as fwiftly as the poft could runne. 

Was brought me of your Ioffe, and his departure* 

I chen in London, keeper of the King, 

Muftrcd my foldicrs, gathered flockes of friends. 

And very well appointed as I thought, 

Marcht to S, Albons to intercept the Quecne, 

Bearing the King in my behalfe along,. 

For by my fcouts I was aduertifed,. 

That (The was comming, with a full intent 
To dalh your late decree in Parliament, 

Touching King Henries heires,and yourfucceffion. 
Short tale to make, we at Saint Albons met. 

Our battailes ioyn'd , and both fidcs fiercely fought i 
But whether ’twas the coldneffe of the King, 

(He look’d full gently on his warlike Quecne) 

That rob’d my fouldiers of their heated fpleene. 

Or whether ’twas repott of his fucceffe. 

Or more then common feare of Cliffords rigour. 

Who thunders to his Captaines blood and death, 

I cannot tell. Butto conclude with truth,. 

Their weapons like to lightnings went and came. 

Our fouldiers, like the Night-Owles lazy flight. 

Or like an ydleThrelher with a flaile, 

Fell gently downe, as if they fmote their friends. 

I cheer’d them vp with iuftice of the caufe, 

With promife of hye pay, and great rewards : 

But all in vainc,they had no hearts to fight. 

Nor we in them no hope to win the day. 






to 



of Tor ke and Lancafier. 

.. t w we fled. The King vnto the Quecne, 
r d George your brother, Norfulke,and my lelfe, 
rfhafi pofte haft, are come to ioyne with you. 
j. in t he marches heere we heard you were. 

Making another head to fight againe. 

Ed*, fhankes gentle Warwick?. 

How farre hence is the Duke with his power ? 

And when came G eorge from Burgundy to England i 
War. Some flue miles off the Duke is with his power.; 
But as for your brother, he was lately fent 
Ptomyour kinde Aunt, Dutcheffc of Burgundie, 

With aide of fouldiers ’gainft this need full w*re. 

‘ftc&.Twas ods belike, when valiant Warwick? fled. 
Oft haue I heard thy praifes in purfuitc. 

But nere till now thy fcandall of retire. 

Nor now my fcandall Richard doft thou hcarc ‘ 

For thou (halt know that this right hand of mine, 
Canplucke the Diadem from faint Henries head. 

And wring the awefull Scepter from his fift. 

Were he as famous and as bold in warre. 

As he is fam’d for mildeneffe, peacc,and prayer. 

Rich . 1 know it well Lord Warwick?, blame me nos, 
Twas louc I bate thy glories made me fpeake. 

But in this troublous time,*what’s to be done f 
Shall we go throw away our coates ot fteele. 

And clad our bodies in blackc mourning Gowncs, 
Numbring our Auemaries with our beads ? 

Or fhall we on the helmets ofour foes. 

Tell our deuotion with reuengefull armes ? 

Iffor the laft, fay 1, and to it Lords. 

War. Why therefore Warwick? came to finde you out : 
And therefore comes my brother Montague. 

Attend me Lords, the proud infulting Quecne, 

With Clifford, and the haught Northumberland, 

And of their feather many moe proud birds, 

Haue wrought the eafie melting King like waxe, 
Hcfware confent to your fucccflion, 
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The contention ofthe two famous Houfes t 

His oath inrolled in the Parliament. 

But now to London all the crew are gone. 

To fruftrate his oath, or what betides 
May make aga'tnft thehoufe of Lancafter. 

Their power 1 geffe them fifty thoufand ftrong. 
NowifthehelpeofNorfolkeandinyfelfe, ' - % 

Can but amount to eight and forty thoufand. 

With all the friends that thou braue Earle of March, 

Among the louing Welfhmen can ft procure. 

Why via, to London will we march amaine. 

And once againe beftride our foming Steeds, ' 

And once againe cry, Charge vpon the foe. 

But neuer once againe turne backe and flye. 

Pjcb.I now methinkes I hearc great Warwicke fpeake *. 

Nere may he Hue to fee aSunfhine day, 

That cries retire, when Warvticke bids him ftay. 

Edw. Lord IP'arwickf, on thy fhoulder will I leane. 

And when thou faints, mull Edward fall : 

Which perill heauen forefend. 

War. No longer Earle of March, but Duke ofYorke, 

The next degree is , En glands royall King ; 

And King of England fhalt thou be proclaim’d. 

In euery burrough as we pafle along .* 

And he that cafts not vp his cap fortoy, 

Shall for the offence make forfeite of his head. 

King Edward, valiant Richard, Montague, 

Stay we no longer dreaming of renowne, 

But forward to effe£t thefe refolutions. 

Enter a Meffenger, 

Mef. The Duke ofNorfolke fends you word by me, 

The Queene is comming with a puiflan t power, 

And crauesyour company for fpcedy cdunfcli. 

War. Why then it forts braue Lords. 

Let’s march away. Exeunt omntt. 

intet 



of Torke and Lancaster. 

Enter the King and Queene, Trince Edward, and the 
Northern* Earles, with drumme and 

SonldioHrs. 

Queen, Welcome my Lord to this braue Towne of Yorkc, 
Yonkers the head of that ambitious enemy. 

That fought to be impaled with your Crownc. 

Doth not the obica pleafe your eye my Lord ? 

Euen as the rockes pleafe them that fear their wracke. 
With-hold reuenge deere God, tis not my fault, 

Nor wittingly haue I infring’d my vow. 

flif. My gracious Lord, this too much 1 enity 
Andharmefull pittymuft belayde afide, 

To whom do Lyons caft their gentle lookes i 
Not to the bead that would vfurpe his den. 

Whofehand is that the fauageBeare doth licke? 

Not his that fpoyles his young before his face. 

Who fcapes the lurking Serpents mortall fling ? 

Not he that fets his foote vpon her backe. 

The fmalleft worme will turne being troden on 3 
AndDoucs will pecke, in refeueoftheir brood. 

Ambitious Torke did leuell at thy Crowne, 

Thou finding, while hee knit his angry browes. 

He but aDuke, would haue his fonne a King, 

And raife his iffuc like a louing Sire. 

Thou being aKing,bleft with a goodly fonne, 
Didftgiueconfentto difinherit him, 

Which argu’d thee a mod vnnatur&ll Father . 

Vnreafonable creatures feede their yong. 

And though mans face be fcarefull to their eyes. 

Yet inprote&ion of their tender ones, 

Whohath notfeene them eucn with thofe fame wings, , 
Which they haue fometime vfde in fearefull flight. 

Make warre with him, that cltmbes vnto their Neft, 
j Offering their owne Hues in their yongs defence ? 
for lhame my Lord, make them your president, 
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The contention of the tveoftmous Houfes 

Wckc it not pitty that this goodly boy, J 9 

Should lofe his birth-right through his* fathers fault> 

And long hcereafter, fay vnto his Childc, 

What my great Grandfather and Grandfire got 
My carelefle father fondly gaue away ? & . 

Looke on the boy, and let his manly face. 

Which promifeth fucceflefull fortuue to vs all 
Steele thy melting thoughts, 

T o keepe thine o wnc, and leaue thine owne with him 
King. Full well hath Clifford playd the Orator,' 

Inferring arguments of mighty force. 

But tell me, didft thou neuer yet heare tell. 

That things ill got had cuer bad fuccefle. 

And happy euer was it for that fonne, 

VVhofe father for his hoording went to hell i 
I leauemy fonne my vertuous deeds behinde* 

And would my father had left me no more : * 

For all the reft is held at fuch a rate. 

As askes a thoufand times more care to keepe, 

Then may the prefent profite countcruaile. 

Ah cofin Yorke, would thy belt friends did know. 

How it doth greeue me that thy head Bands there. 

Qwene. My Lord, this harmful! piety makes your follow- 
ers faint. 

Y ou promt fd Knight*hood toyour Princely fonne, 

V nfheath your fword, and flraight way dub him Knight, 
Kneele downc Edward, 

King. Edward Plantagenet,arife a Knight, 

And Icarnc this lefibn, Draw thy fword in right. 

Prince. My gracious Father, by your Kingly lcaue. 

He draw it as apparant to the Crowne. 
and in that quarrell, vfe it to the deatH 

Worth, Why that is fpokenlike a towardPrince. 



Enter a LMeffenger, 

Mtjf, Royall Commanders, be in readinefle. 
For with a band of fifty thoufand men. 



Cowes 









of Torke and LaaeaHer. 

Comes W'arwicke, backing of thie Duke of Yorke. 

And in the Townes whereas they pafle along, 
proclaimed him King, and many flyes to him,« 

Prepare your battels, for they be at hand. 

Chf. 1 would your highnefle would depart the field. 

The Queene hath befl fuccefle when you are abfent. 

Queen. Do good my Lord, and leaue vs to our fortunes* 
j ling. Why that’s my fortune,therefore He flay Bill. 

Clif. Be it with refolution then to fight. 

Pri>i, Good Father checrc thefe noble Lords, 

Vnfheath your fword, fwcet Father cry S. George. 

Clif. Pitch we our battcll hecre, for hence we wil not mouc. 

Enter the hotefe of Torke. 

Edv. Now periur’d Henry, wilt thou yceld thy Crowhe? 

And kneele for mercy at thy Soucraignes feete ? 

Queen, Goface thy Minions proud infulting boy. 

Becomes it thee to be thus malapert 
Before thy King, and lawfuii>5oueraigne ? 

Edw. 1 am his King, and he fliould bend hts knee, 

I was adopted heyre by his confent. 

George, Since when,he hath broke his oath. 

For as we heare, you that are King: 

(Though he do wcare the Crowne) 

Hatte caufd him by new a&e of Parliament, 

To blot our brother out, and put his owne fonne in, 

Clif, And reafon George :• 

Who (hould fuccecde the father, bur the fon ? 

Rich. Are you there butcher ? 

Clif, l Crooke-backe,heerc I Band toanfwer rhee, 

Or any of your fort. 

Rich. Twas you that kild yong Rutland, was it not t 
Clif, Yes, and old Yorke too,and yet not fatisfied. 

Rich, For Gods fake Lords giuefignallto the fight. 
iVar.VV hat faiB chon Henry} wilt thouyeelde thy crowne? 
%^.Whac,4ong toiigu’d Warmcke, dare yourpeakc? 
vhen youand Imet atSainc Albonslafl, 

You* 
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The contention of the two fatuous Houfes, 

Yourlegges did better feruiceth.eayour hands, 

ITar. 1, then twas my turne to flyc, but now t’is thine 
Clif. you faid *s much before, and yet you fled. 

War. T was not your valour Clifford droue me thence 
Nor. No,nor your rmnhoodtf^arwic^f could makcyeeft 
Rich. Northumberland, Northumberlandy we bold * '* 

Theereuerencly. 

Brcake off the parley, for fcarfcl can refraine 
The execution of my big fwolne heart, 

Agatnft that Clifford there, that cruell child-killer. 

Clif, Why I kild thy Father, calft thou him a childe? 

Rich. I like a villaine, and a treacherous Coward, 

As thou didft kill our tender brother Rutland, 

But ere Sun-fct lie make thee curffe the deed. 

King. Haue done with words great Lords, 

And hcare me fpeake. 

gtteene. Defie them then, or elfe hold clofe thy lips. 

King. I prethee giue no limits to my tongue, 

1 being a King, am priuiledg’d to fpeake. ° * 

Cltf. My Lord, the wound that bred this meeting heere, 
Cannot be cur’d with words, thereforebe ftill, ’ 

Rich . Then executioner vnflieath thy fword. 

By him that made vs all, I am r efolu’d 

That Cliffords man-hood hangs vpon his tongue. 

Edw. What fayft thou Henry, {hall I haue my right or no? 
A thoufand men haue broke their fad to day. 

That nere (hall dine, tnleffe thou yeeld the Crowne. 

fVar . If thou deny, their bloods be on thy head* 

For Yorke in iuftice,puts his Armour on, 

Prin. If all be right that If 7 itrwtckei ayes is right. 

There is no wrong, but all things muft be right. 

“R^ch. Whofoeuer got thee, there thy mother (lands, 

For well I wot thou haft thy mothers ionguc. 

Queen. But thou art neither like thy Sire nor Dam, 

But like a fowle miftiapen ftigmaticke, 

Markt by the Deftinies to be auoideef. 

As yenom’d Toaes, or Lizards fainting look es. 



Yorke end Laneatfer. 

ftcb.lton of Naples.hid with englifti gilt. 

Thy father bcarcs chc tide of s King, 

A* if a channell ftiould be cald the fca ; 

§ham’d thou not,knowing from whence thou art dcriu’dc, 
Xo parliethus with England* lawful! heyres ? 

Edw. A wifpc of draw were worth a thoufand crowces. 
To make that fhamelcffe callet know her felfe. 

Thy husbands father reueld in the hart of France, 

And tam’dc the French,and made the Dolphin ftoope ; 

And had he matcht according to his date, • 

He might haue kept that glory till this day. 

But when he tooke a begger to his bed. 

And grac’d thy poore Are with his bridail day : 

Then that fun-mine bred a fliowre for him. 

Which wadit his fathers fortunes out of France? 

And heapt feditions on his crowne at home. 

For what hath mou’d thefe tumults,but thy pride? 

Hadft thou bene raeeke,our title yet had dept. 

And we in pitty of the gentle King, 

Had dipt our claime vntill another age. 

George . But when we faw our dimmer brought thee gains. 
And that the harued brought vs no increafe. 

We fee the axe to thy vfurping rootc. 

And though the edge haue fomething hit our felues. 

Yet know thou we will neuer.ceafe to drike. 

Till we haue hewne thee downe, 

Or bath’d thy growing with our heated blouds. 

Edw. And in this resolution,! delie thee. 

Nor willing any longer conference. 

Since thou denied the gentle King to fpeake. 

Sound trumpets, let our bloudy colours wauc. 

And either victory, or elfe a graue. 

Qtteene. Stay Edward, day. 

£<w.Hcncc wrangling woman, lie no longer day. 

Thy words will cod ten thoufand Hues to day. 
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Extant mate* 
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7 'he contention cfi tbt twefamoM Houfes t 

Alarmes. Enter Warwicks- 
War. Sore (pent with toilers runners with the race, 

I lay me downc a little while to breathe. 

For ftrokes receiude,and many blowes rep aide, 

Hath robd my ftrong knit finewes of their ftrength. 
And force perforce, needs muft I reft my fclfc. 

Enter Edveard. 

Edw. Smile gentle heaucns,or ftrike vngentle death. 
That we may die vnleffe we gainethe day : 

What fatall ftarre malignant frownes from heauen, 
Vpon the harmeleffe line of Yorkes true houfe l 

Enter Cjesrge. 

Cjeorge. Come brother come, lets to 
For yet there’s hope enough to win the 
Then let vs backe to cheere our fainting 
Leaft they retire now we haue left the field. 

War Mow now my Lords,what hap ? ' 

Enter Richard rttmin 

‘Rgch.Kh Warwicke, why haft thou witl 
Thy noble father in the thickeft throngs, 

Cride ftill for Warwickefos thrice valiant fonne, 
Vntill with thoufand fwords he was befet; 

And many wounds made in his aged breft, 

And as he tottring fate vpon his ftcede. 

He waft his hand to me, and cride aloud, 

RichardyC ommend me to my valiant fonn< 

And ftill he cx\dt,Warwicke reuenge my < 

And with thofe words he tumbled off h 
And fo the noble Salsbury j 
War .Then let the earth 
lie kill my horfc.becaufe I will not flic : 

K " A heerc to God of heauen 1 make a vow, 

*■“ c -om forth this bloudy field, 



YorkeandLmABer* 

Till I am full reuenged for his death. 

£d#,Lotd warwicke,! do bend my knees with thine. 

And in that vow now ioyne my foule to thee. 

Thou fetter vp and puller downe of Kings, 

Vouchfafe a gentle viaory to vs. 

Or let vs die before we lofe the day. 

George. Then let vs hafte to cheere the fouldiors harts, 

And calf them pillars that will ftand to vs, 

And highly promife to remunerate 

Their trufty fcruice,in thefe dangerous warres. 

Rich.ComCyComc away,and ftand not to debate, 
for yet is hope of fortune good enough. 

Brothers, giue me your hands,and let vs part 
And take our leaucs, vntill we meete againe. 

Where ere it be, in heauen or in earth. 

Now I that neuer wepr,now melt in woe. 

To fee thefe dire milhaps continue fo. 

Warwicks, farewell. • ■ ,, 

>FJ»'.Away,away,once more fweet Lords farewell. 

Extum mmc 

Alames t and then enter Richard at ont do ore % 
and Clifford atjhe other. 

Rich.fi Clifford ,a Clifford. 

Clif.K Richard ,a Richard. 

Rich.Now Clifford,for Yorke and young Rtttlands death. 
This thirfty fword that longs to drinke thy bloud. 

Shall lop thy limbes,and (lice thy curfed heart. 

For to reuenge the murders thou haft made. 

Clff Now Richard,! am with theehecre alone, 

. This is the hand that ftab’d thy father Yorkg, 

And this the hand that flew thy brother RfS.land, 

And heere’s the heart that triumphs in their deaths. 

And cheeres thefe hands thatflew thy Sire and Brother, 

To execute the like vpon thy fclfe. 

And fo haue at thee. 

M % Alarms 
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•fbt contention of the two famous Hostfes , 

Alarms . They fight, and then enters Warwick^ and refines- 
Richard, and then exeunt omnes, 

*s4 larmes fit II, and then enter Henry Joint, , 
Hen. Oh gracious God of heauen looke downe on vs 
And fct fome endes to thefe inceffant gricfcs. 

How like a maftlefie (hip vpon the feas, 

This wofull battaile doth continue ftiH, 

Now leaning this w3y,now to that fide driue. 

And none doth know to whom the day will falU 
Oh, would my death might ftay thefe ciuill iars f 
Would I had neuer raign’d,nor nere bene King, 

Margaret and Clifford , chide me from the field. 

Swearing they had beft fuccelfe when 1 was thence, 
WouldGod that I were dead,fo all were well. 

Or would my crowne fuffice,I were content 
Toyeeld it them, and liue apriuatelifc. 

Enter a Soldiottrwith a dead man in his arms. 

Soul, 111 blowes the winde that profits no body. 

This man that I haue fl ainc in fight to day. 

May be pofleffed of fome fibre of crownes. 

And I will fearch to finde them if I can. 

But ftay ; methinkes it is my fathers face : 

Oh I,tis he whom I haue flaine in fight. 

From London was I pfeft out by the King, 

My father he came on the part of Torke, 

And in this conflict I haue ftaine my father : 

Oh pardon God,I knew not what I did. 

And pardon father, for I knew thee not. 

Enter another fildiottr with a dead man, 
2 .>SW«Lie there thou that foughtft with mefo ftouriy, 
Now let me fee what ftorc of gold thou haft. 

But ftay,methinks this is no famous face ; 

Oh no, it is my fonne that I haue flaine in fight. 



torke and Lancaster, 

oh monftrous times, begetting fuch euents, 
a nVI cruell,bloudy,and ironous. 

This deadly quarrell daily doth beget. 

Poore boy, thy father gaue thee life too late, 

&nd hath bereaud thee ofthy life too foone, 

^ Kto . Woe aboue woe,griefe more then common griefe, 
Whil’ft Lyons warre and battaile for their dens, 

Poore Lambes do feele the rigour of their wraths t 
The red Rofe and the white are on his face. 

The fatall colours of our ftriuing houfcs. 

Wither one Rofe, and let the other flourifh, 

For if you ftriue,ten thoufand liues muft perifh . 
i .SottlM ow will my mother for my fathers death. 

Take on with me,and nere be fatisfide ? 

a.jW.How will my wife for flaughter of my fonne, 

Take on with me and nere be fatisfide ? 

Xffg.How will the people now mifdecme their King, 

Oh would my death their mindes could iaiisfie. 

1 »$#*/. Was euer fonne fo rude, his fathers blood tofpill t 
tSeul. Was euer father fo vnnaturall, his fonne to kill ? 

King. Was euer King thus greeued and vexed ftill ? 
r.5e«/.llebearcthee hence from this accurfed place, 

For woe is me to fee my fathers face, 

Exit with his father, 

i.8oul.\\c beare thee hence,and let them fight that will » 

For I haue murdered where 1 fhould not kill. 

Exit with his fonne . 

King. Weepe wretched man, He lay thee tcare for teare, , 
Here fits a King, as woebegon as thee. 

Alarms fOnd enter the Qneene. 

Qnyene.K'nsy roy Lord, to Barwicke prefently, 

Hie day is loft, our friends are murdered, 

No hclpe is left for vs,therefore away. 

Muter Prince Edward, 

father ftieiourtnenhauelcft the field, „ 
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The contentitn of the two famous Houfes 

Take horfc fwect father let vs faue our felues. * 

Enter Exeter. 

Exet. Away my Lord, for vengeance comes alone with h;~ 
Nay (land not to expoftulate,makc hafte, W: 

Or elfe come after,He away before. ' 

K.Hctt.Nzy ftay good Exeter , for He along with thee. 

Enter fltfford wounded, with an Arrow 
in bis necke. 

/7»f.Heerc burnes my Candle out. 

That whilft it lafted,gaue King Henry light. 

Ah Lancafter,I feare thine ouerthrow. 

More then toy bodies parting from my foule. 

My loue and fcarc glude many friends to thee. 

And now I die, that tough commixture melts. 

Impairing Mw^ftrcngthcned mifproud Torke, 

The common people fwarme like tummer flies, 

And whether flies the Gnats,buc to the funne ?* 

And who fhincs now,but Henries enemy ? 

Oh Phcehtts f hidl\ thou neuer giuen confent. 

That .Phaeton fhould checke thy fiery fteedes. 

Thy burning carre had neuer fcorcht the earth. 

And jy«« 7 ,hadft thou liu’d as Kings fhould do, 

And as thy father and his father did, 

Giuing no foote vnto the houfe of Torke , 

I and ten thoufand in this wofull Land, 

Had left no mourning widdowes for our deaths. 

And thou this day hadft kept thy throne in peace. 

For what doth cherifh \veeds,b.ut gentle airc# 

And what makes robbers bold,but lenity ? 

Bootlefle are plaints,and curelefle are my wounds. 

No way to flie.no ftrength to holdout flight. 

The foe is mercileffe and will notpitty me. 

And at their hands I haue deferude no pitty. 

The ayre is got into my bleeding wounds. 

And much effufe of blood doth make me faint. 

Come T orke and Richard, warwickf and the reft. 










Torke and Lancaffer. 

jftab'd your fathers, now come fplit my breaft. 

Enter Edward, Richard, Warwicke , and Seuldiors ; 

, Thus farre our fortunes keepes an v pwardr 
r zZ and we are grac’d with wreaths of viaory. 
c me troopes purfue the bloudy minded Quecne, 

That now towards Barwick^ doth pofte amaine, 

J" thin ke you that Clifford is fled away with them ? 

War No.tis impoflible he fhould efcape, 

Eor though before his face I fpeake the words, 

Your brother Richard markt him for the graue . 

And where fo ere he be,I warrant him dead, 

Clifford groves > and then dies • 

Edw Harke.what foule is this that takes his heauy lcaue ? 
Rici.h deadly grone,likelife and deaths departure. 

£d».Sec who it is, and now the battailes ended. 

Friend or foe, let him be friendly vfed. 

ftcA.Reuerfe that doomeof mercy ,for tis Chttord, 

Whokild our tender brother Rutland, 

And ftab’d our Princely father ,Duke of Torke. 

f^r.Fromoffthe gates of Torke fetch downe the 
Head, Your fathers head which Clifford placed there ; 

Inftead of that,let his fupply the roome. 

Meafurcfor meafure mult be anfwercd, • 

Afo.Bring forth that fatall Scritchowle to our houie. 

That nothing lung to vs but bloud and death, 

Nowhis euill boding tongue no more Hull fpeake. 

War.l thinke his vnderftandingis bereft. 

Say Clifford,doft thou know who fpeakes to thee ? 

Darke cloudy death orc-fhades his beames of life. 

And he nor fees norhearesvs what we fay. 

Rich. Oh would he did,and fo perhaps he doth, 

And tis his pollicy thatin the timc-ofdcath. 

He might auoid fuch bitter ftormes as he 
In his houre of death did giue vnto our father, 

Grwge.Richard jif thou thinkeft fo,vexhnr» wuh eager. 'Ward* 
&ck.Clifford > askc mercy and obtains no grace, . 
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Edw. Cliffordjrepcnt in bootlefTc penitence. 
^t'.Clififordjdeuifc excufes for thy fault. 

Cj«rge;Whil?ft we deuife fell tortures for tby fault. 
Ricb.Thou pittiedft Tor ke,znd lam fonne to Ter^e. 

Ed#. Thou pittiedft Rutland,md I will pitty thee. 

George. Where’s captaine Margaret to fence you now? 

War. They mocke thee ClifferdS'NWt as thou waft wont. 
fyc/j.What.not an oath i Nay then 1 know hee’s dead ; 
Tishard when Clifford cannot foord his friend an oath. 

By this I know hec’s dead,and by rny foule. 

Would this right hand buy but an houres life, 

(That I in all contempt might raile at him) 

Idc cut it offand with the Milling bloud. 

Stifle the viliainc.whofeinftanchedthirft, 

Torke and young "Rutland could not fatisfie. 

IT. ir.Ijbut he is dead, off with the traitors head. 

And reare it in the place your fathers ftands. 

And now to London with triumphant march. 

There to be crowned Englands lawfuil King. 

From thence fhall iParwicke croffe the feas to France* 

And aske the Lady Bona for thy Queene. 

So (halt thou finew both thefe landes together. 

And hauing France thy friend,thou needs not dread 
The fcattered foe that hopes to rife againe. 

And though they cannot greatly fling to hurt. 

Yet lookc to haue them bufie to offend thine cares. 

Firft,IIe fee the Coronation done. 

And afterward lie croffe the feas to France, 

To effect this marriage, if it pleafe my Lord. 

£<&>.Euen as thou wilt good fParwicke let it be. 

But firft before we go e,$eorge kneele downe. 

We here create thee Duke of Clarence , 

And girt thee with the fword. 

Our younger brother Richard, Duke of Glower. 

Warwicke as my felfe fhall do and vndo as h 1 m felfe pleafe th bed 
Rich. Let me be Duke of Clarence t George of Glofitr , 

For Glofiers Duke dome is too ominous. 










of Torke an& Lancajler. 

t/at Tulh.that’s a childifh obferuation. 

■tiehard be Dukeof Glofter : Now to London, 

fo fee thefe honours in poffefflon. Exeunt emnei. 



Enter two Keepers with Bow and tsfrrowet . 
Keeper. Come, lets take our ftands vpon this hill, 
And by and by the Deere will come this way. 

But ftay.heere comes a man,lets liften him a while. 



Enter King Henry difgttifed. 

Hen.trom Scotland am I ftolne euen of pure loue. 

And thus difguifde to greete my natiue Land, 

Ho Henry, no.it is no land of thine. 

Ho bending knee will call thee Cafar now. 

Ho humble futers fuesto thee for right. 

for how canft thou helpe them,and not thy felfe ? 

Keeper. I marry fir,heere’s a Deerc,his skinne is a 
Keepers fce.Sirra ftand clofe.for as I thinkc. 

This is the King, King Edward hath depofdc. 

Hen. My Queene and Sonne, poore foules are gone to trance, 
And as I heare,the great commanding lTarwicke , 

To intreate a marriage with the Lady Bona. 

If this be true,poore Queene and Sonne, 

Your labour is but fpent in vaine. 

For Lewis is a Prince foone won with words. 

And ITarwicke is a fubtle Oratour. 

He laughes, and faies his Edward is inftaldc. 

She weepes,and faies her Henry is depofdc. 

He on his right hand asking a wife for Edward, 

She on his left fide.crauing aide for Henry. 

Keeper. What art thou that talkcs of Kings and Queens ? 
He#.More thenl feeme,for leffe 1 fhould not be. 

A man at lead, and more I cannot be. 

And men may talkc of Kings, and why not I ? 

Keeper. but thou talkcs, as if thou wert a King thy felfe. 
Hen. Why fo I am in minde.though not in fhew i 
Keeper. had if thou be a King,where is tby Crowne ? 

N Henry , 
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Ht«.My Crowne is in my heart.not on my head, 

My crowne is cald Contents crowne that 
Kings do fildome times enioy. 

Keeper. And if thou be a King crownd with content, 

Your crowne content and you.muft be content 
To go with vs vtlto the Officer, for as we thinke. 

You are our quondam King, King Edwetrdhnh depofdc. 

And therefore we charge you in Gods name and the Kings, 

To go along with vs vnto the Officers. 

Akw.Godsnamebe fulfild, your Kings name be 
Obeydc.andbe you kings,command and He obey. 

Exeunt omnes. 

Enter King Edward , Clarence, and Glofier , Montague , 
Haflings^and the Lady Grey . 

K.Edw . Brothers of Clarence y ai\d of Glofier, 

This Ladies husband here, Sir Richard C/rey, 

At the battaile of S.Albones did lofc his life. 

His lands then were feiz’d on by the conqueror. 

Her fute is now to repoffeffe thofe lands. 

And fith in quarrcll of the houfc of Yorke, 

The noble gentleman did lofc hislife. 

In honour we cannot denic her fute; 

(j/o.Your highneffe fhall do well to grant it then. 
K.Edw.ljo I will,but yet lie make a paufe, * j 

Clo. I, is the winde in that doore ? 

Clarence. I fee the Lady hath fome thing to grant. 

Before the King will grant her humble fute. 

(jlo. He knowes the game, how well he keepes the wind. 
K.Edw. Widow, come fome other time to know our mind. 
LaMz'j it pleafe your Grace,! cannot brooke delaies, 

I befeech your highneffe to difpatcbmenow. 

K.Ed. Lords giue vs leaue, wemeane to try this widowes wit. 
f7a.I,good leaue haue you. 

Glo. For you will haue leaue,till youth take leaue, 

And leaue you to your crouch. 

KEd.Come hither widow, how many children haft thou? 

Ck* 



of Torke and LAncaJier. 

fla.l thinke he meanes to beg a childe on her. 

<?/inNay whip me then,hee 1 rather giue her two. 

I,*. Three, my moil gracious Lord. 

G/o.You {lull haue fome if you will be rulde by him. 
jC.£d.Wer*t not piety they fhould lofc their fathers lands ? 
Z«*.Bc pittifull then dread Lord, and grant it them. 

K.Edw. Uc tell theehow thefc lands are to be got. 
la.So fhall you binde me to your highneffe feruice. 

K.Edw. Whit fcruice wilt thou do me, if 1 grant it them ? 

La . Eucn what your highneffe (hall command. 

Glo . Nay then widow lie warrant you all your 
Husbands lands.if you grant to do what he 
Commands.Fighc clofe,or in good faith 

You catch a clap. 

CkNay I feare her not v nleffe fhe fali. 

C/fo.Marry godsforbot man, for hee’l take vantage then. 

La. Why flops my Lord,(hall 1 not know my taske i 
KSdw.hn cafie taske, tis but to loue a King. 

Lrf.That’s fooneperformd,bccaufc I am a fubieft. 

K.Ed. Why then thy husbands lands I freely giue thee. 

La . I take my leaue wi th many thoufand thanks. 

C/a.The match is made.fhe feales it with a curtfie. 

K.Edw. Stay widdow ftay,what loue doft thou thinke 
1 file fo much to get? 

LaMy humble feruice, fuch as fubicfls owes, and the lawes 
commands. 

K.Edw. No by my rroth,T meant no fuch loue. 

But to tell thee the troth,I aime to lie with thee. 

Zd.To tell you plaine my Lord,I had rather lie in ptifon, 
K.Ed. Why then thou canft not get thy husbands lands. 
Lr.Then minehonefty fhall be my dower, 

Fofby that Ioffe I will not purchafe them. 

K.Edw. Herein thou wrongft thy children mightily. 

Herein your highneffe wrongs both them and 
Me, but mighty Lord, this merry inclination 
Agrees not with the fadneffc of my fute. 

Pleafe it your highneffe to difmiue me, either with I or no. 

N a K.Edw. 



- Ill 
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K.Edw. I,if thou fay I to my requcft, 

No,if thou fay no to my demand. 

A^.Thenno my Lord,my fute is at an end. 

G/o.The widdow likes him not, (he bends the brow. 

Cla . Why he is theblunteft wooer in Chriftenddme. 

K.Edw. Her lookes are all repleatc with maicfty,. 

One way or other fhe is for a King, 

And fhe fhall be my loue or cl(e my Queene. 

Say that King Edward tooke thee for his Queene. 

A^.Tis better faid then done, my gracious Lord, 

I am a fubie& fit to ieft withall. 

But farre vnfit to be a Soueraignc. 

King Edw . Sweete widdow,by my ftate I fweare,! fpcake 
No more then what my heart intends, 

And that is to enioy thee for my Loue. 

Lady, And that is more then I willyeeld vnto, 

I know I am too bad tobe your Queene, 

And yet too good to be your Concubine. 

You cauill widdow,I did meane my Queene, 

La . Y our grace would be loath my fons (hold call you father. 
K.Edw . No more then when my daughters call thee mother. 
Thou art a widdow, and thou haft forne children. 

And by Gods mother', I being but a batchellor, 

Haue other fome.Why tis a happy thing 
To be the Father of many children. 

Argue no more,for thou fhalt be my Queene. 

Clo. The ghoftly father now hath done his thrift. 
fia. When he was made: a fhriuer/twas for fliift. 

K.Edw. Brothers, you mufe what talkc the widdow 
And I haue had, you would thinke it ftrange 
If I fhould marry her. 

Cla . Marry her my Lord^to whom 1 
K.Edw. Why Clarence to my felfe. 

Gk.That would be ten dayes wonder at the leaft. 

( la. Why that’s a day longer then a wonder lafts. 

Glo. And fo much more are the wonders in extremes. 
KJEdw. W ell, ieaft on brothers,! can tell you, her 

Suw 
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jute is granted for her husbands lands. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

yjir/.And it pleafe your grace , Henry your foe is 
Taken, and brought as prifoncr to your P allace gates. 
jC.£a(i*.Away with him,and fend him to theTower, 

And lets go queftion with the man abont 

His apprehenfion. Lords along, and vfe 

This Lady honourably. Extant omneu 

Manet Glotter,and fyeakes. 

(jlo.\,Edveard will vfe women honorably. 

Would he were wafted, marrow,bones and all. 

That from his loynes no iffue might fucceed, 

To hinder me from the golden time I looke for, 

For I am not yet lookt on in the world. 

Firftis there Edward, Clarence find Henry , 

And his fonne,and all they looke for iffue 
Of their loynes, ere I can plant my felfe; 

A cold premeditation for my purpofe. 

What other pleafure is there in the world befide ? 

I will go dad my body in gay ornaments, 

And lull my felfe within a Ladies lap. 

And witch fwcct Ladies with my words and lookes., 
Ohmonftrous man,to harbour fuch a thought ! 

Why loue did fcorne me in my mothers wombe. 

And for I fhould not deale in her affaires. 

She did corrupt fraile nature in the flefh, 

And plac’d an enuious mountaine on my backe, . 

Where fits deformity to mocke my body. 

To dry mine arme vp like a withered fhrimpe. 

To make my legs of an vnequall fize. 

And am I then a man to be belou’d ? 

Eafier for me to compaffe twenty crownes. 

Tut I can fmile, and murder when I fmile, 

I cry content, to that which greeues me moft, 

Icanadde coloursto the Camelion, 

N 
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And for a need change (hapes with Prothetu , 

And fet the afpiring Catalin to fchoole. 

Can I do this,and cannot get theCrowne? 
Tu(h,were it ten times highcr,Ile pull it dovvne. 



Exit, 



Sifter King Lewis, and the Lady Rena, Queene Marram Pr- 
Edward,andOxford,with others. * 

Lewis. Welcome : Queene Margaret, to the Court of Fran,, 
It fits not Lewis to fit while thou doft ftand, " 

Sit by my fide, and heere I vow to thee. 

Thou (halt haue aide to repoflefle thy right, 
and bcate proud Edward from his vfurped feate, 
and place King Henry in his former rule. 

Q»ien. I humbly thankc your royall Maiefty, 

And pray the God of heauen to blcffe thy ftate. 

Great King of France.that thus regards our wrongs. 

Enter tVarwtcke. 

Lewis Mow now,who is this? 

^«rm.Our Earle of tVarwicke, Edwards chcefeft friend. 
Lewis. Welcome braue tVarwicke, Wan brings thee to French 

/^ar.From worthy £^.W,King of England, 

My Lord and Soueraigne,and thy vowed friend, 

I come in kindneffe and vnfained loue, 

Firft to do greetings to thy royall perfon. 

And then to craue a league of amity. 

And laftly to confirme that amity 

With nuptiallknotjifthou vouchfafe to grant 

That vertuous Lady Bona thy faire fitter. 

To Englands King in lawfull marriage. 

And if this go forward, all our hope is done. 

Jffcr. And gracious Madame, in our Kings behalfe, 

I am commanded with your loue and fauour. 

Humbly to kifle your hand,and with my tongue. 

To tell the pafiions of my Soueraignes heart. 

Where fame late entring at his heedfull cares. 

Hath plac d thy glorious image and thy venues. 

Quint, 



of Ttrke end Lemc After, 

Queene. King Lewis and Lady £*»4,heare me fpeake, 
Before you anfwere Warwicke or his words, 
for he it is hath done vs all thefe wrongs, 

^jr./niurious Margaret, 
prince Edw. And why not Queene ? 

W^r.Becaufe thyfather Henry did vfurpe, 

And thou no more art Prince then (he is Queene. 

Ox.Then Warwicke difanuls great John of Gaunt, 

That did fubdue the greateft part of Spaine, 

And after Iohnof Gaunt,vi\(e Henry the fourth, 

,W'nofc wifedome was a mirrour to theworld, 
and after this wife Prince Henry the fife* 

Who with his proweffe conquered all France, 

From thefe our Henry is lineally delcent. 

(par.Oxford,how haps that in this fmoothc difeourfe, 
You told not how Henry the fixt had loft 
All that Henry the fift had gotten. 

Methinkes thefe Peeres of France fhould fmtle at that. 
But for the reft, you tell a pedigree 
Ofthreefcore and two yeares,a filly time 
Tomake prefeription for a kingdomes worth. 

Qxf. Why Warwicke, canft thou deny thy King, 
Whom thou obeyedft thirty and eight yearcs, 
and bewray thy treafons with a blufti ? 

War . Can Oxford that did eucr fence the rights 
Now buckler falfhood with a pedigree? 

For (hame leaue Henry , call Edward king. 

O.t/.Call him my ,king,by whom mine elder 
Brother the Lord jiwbray 'Ll ere was done to death. 

And more then fo,roy father euen in the 
Downefall of his mellowed yeares, 

Whenage did call him to the doore of death f 
No JtftnWc£*,no, whil’ft life vpholds this arme, 

This arme vpholds the houfe of Lancafier. 

War, And I the houfe of Torke. 

K . Lewh, Qpeene. Mar garet ,Pri tvceE d war d *and 
Oxford, vouchfafe;toforbeare a while* 

Nt, 
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Till I do talke a word with Warwickg, 

Now tParivickfi'fiuen. vpon thy honor tell me true; 

Is Edward lawfull King, or no ? 

For I were loath to linke with him,that is not lawfull heire 
IFar . Thereon I pawne mine honour and my credite. * 
Lewis. What, is he gracious in the peoples eyes ? 

War . The more, that Henry is vnfortunate. 

Levels. What, is his loue to our Sifter Bona} 

War . Such it feemes, 

As may befeeme a Monarch like himfcife. 

My felfe haue often heard him fay and fwearc. 

That this his loue was an etcrnall plant, 

The roote whereof was fixt in vertues ground, 

The leaues and fruite maintain’d with beauties funne, 

Exempt from enuy,but not from difdaine, 

Vnlefle the Lady ’Bona quit his paine. 

Lwv.Then After let vs neare your fume refolue. 

Bona . Your grant or deniall fhall be mine, 

But ere this day I muft confcfle,when I 
Haue heard your Kings deferts recounted, 

Mine eares haue tempted iudgementto defire. 

Lew .Then draw neere Queenc LMargaret> and be a witnefle, 
That Bona {hall be wife to the Englifh King. 

Prince Edtv.T o Edward , but not the Englifh King. 

War. Henry now Hues in Scotland at his cafe. 

Where hauing nothing, nothing can he lofe. 

And as for you your felfc,our quondam Queene, 

You haue a father able to maintaine your ftate. 

And better ’twere to trouble him then France. 

Sound for a Pofle within. 

Lewis. Hcere comes fome Pofte tyarwicke, to thee or vs. 
PofteMy Lord amba(Tador,this Letter is for you. 

Sent from your brother ,Marque(Te Montague. 

This from our King, vnto your Maiefty. 

And thefe to you Madam,from whom I know not. 

Oxf.l like it well,that our faire Queene and Miftreffe, 



Tor ke and Lancaster. 

Smiles at her newes, when Warwicke frets at his. 

* p Ed. And marke how Lewis ftampes as he were nctled. 

Lew. Now C Margaret & warwicke , what are your newes ? 
Oueen. Mine is fuch, as fils my heart with ioy. 
war. Mine, full of forrow and hearts difeontent. 

Lew. What, hath your King married the Lady Gray. 

And now to excufe himfelfe, fends vs a pofte of papers ? 

How dares he prefume to vfe vs thus ? 

Ou. This prooueth Edwards loue, and Warwickes honefty. 
War. King Lewis, I heerc proteft in fight of hcauen. 

And by the hope I haue of heauenly bliffe. 

That I am cleere from this mifdeed of Edwards. 

No more my King, for he difhonors me. 

And moft himfelfe, if he could lee his fhame. 

Did 1 forget, that by the houfe of Yorkc, 

. My father came to an vntimely death > 

Did I let paffe the abufe done to thy Neece i\ 

Did I impale him with the Regal! Crownc ? 

And thruft King Henry from his natiuehome ? 

And (moft vngratefull) doth he vfe me thus ? 

My gracious Queenc, pardon what is paft. 

And henceforth I am thy true feruitor : 

I will reuenge the wrongs done to Lady Bonaf 
And replant Henry in his former ftate. 

<£. Yes Warwick le quite forget thy former faults. 

If now thou wilt become King Henries friend. 

War. So much his friend, I his vnfained friend, 

That ifKing Lewis vouchfafe to furnifh vs 
With fome few bands ofcholen foldiers, 
lie vndertake to land them on our coaft. 

And force the Tyrant from his fcate by warre, 

Tiisiiothii new made bride {hall fuccour him. 

Lew, Then at the laft I firmly am refolu’d 
You fhall haue aide : and Englifh mefl'enger, rcturne 
In poft, and tell falfe Edward thy fuppofed King, 

That Lewis of France is fending ouer Maskers, 

To reueil it with him, and his new bride. 

O Bona. 







Lewis . It is enough, and now we will prepare. 

To leuie foldiors for to goe with you. 

And you Lord Bourbon , our high Admiralty 
Shall waft them fatcly to the Engjffh coaft, 

And chafe proud Edward from his flumbring trance. 

For mocking marriage with the name of France. 

War. 1 came from Edward as Embaflador, 

But I returns his fworne and mortall foe : 

Matter of marriage was the charge he gaue me. 

But dreadfull warre (ball anfwerc his demand. 

Had he none elfe to make a Bale but me i 
Then none but I fhall turnc his ieft to forrow. 

I was the cheefe that raifdc him to the Crowne, 

And He be cheefe to bring him downc againe. 

Not that I pitty Henries mifery, 

But feeke reuengc on Edwards mockery. Exit. 

Enter King 'Edward, the Queene, Clarence , Glofier } {JMontagM, 
Hafiings, and Penbrooke, with foldiors. v 

Edm.Brotbers of Clarence,and of Gloftcr, , 



Yerke and Lane Alter. 

What thinke you of our marriage with the Lady Grey ? 

// 4 .My Lord, we thinke as Warwtcke and Lewis 
That are fo flacke in iudgement,that they will take 
No offence at this fudden marriage. 

£d»'.Suppofe they do, they arc but Lewis and fVarrvicke, 

I am both your King and Warwick, {. 

And will be obeyed. 

Glo. And fhall,becaufe our King, but yet fuch 
Sudden marriages fildome proueth well. 

Edw . Yea brother Richard , are you againft vs too ? 

Cla, Not 1 my Lord,no,God forefend, that I 
Should once gainfay your highneffe pleafure, 

I and twere pitty to lunder them that yoke fo well together. 

’ f dm. Setting your skorfies and your diflikes afide. 

Shew me fome reafons why the Lady Grey, 

May not be my Louc,and Englands Qiiccne ? 

Speake freely Clarence , Glocefier , 

Montague^ Hafiings. 

CU t,My Lord, then this is mine opinion. 

That fVarwicke being difhonored in his Embaffagc* 

Doth feeke reuenge to quit his iniuries. 

Glo.hnA Lewis in regard of his lifters wrongs. 

Doth ioyne with Warwicke to fupplant your ftatc. 
fd.Suppoie that Lewis and Warwickc be appeafde. 

By fuch meanes as I can beft deuife. 

c^iwt.But yet to haue ioynd with France in this 
Alliance,would more haue ftrengthened this our 
Common- wealth, gainft forrainc ftormes. 

Then any home -bred marriage . 

Haft. Let England be true within it fclfe. 

We need not France, nor any alliance with them. 

Cla. For this onefpeech,Lord Haftings well deferues. 

To haue the daughter arid hey re of the Lor d Hungerford. 

Edw, And what then ? it was our will it fhould be fo, 

C/ 4 ,I, and for fuch a thing too the Lord Scales 
Did welldeferue at your hands, to haue the 
Daughter of the Lord Bonfield, and left your 
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Brothers to go feeke elfc-where, but in your madncfle 
You bury brother-hood. 

Edw. Alas poore Clarence, is it for a wife 
That thou art male-content. 

Why man be of good cbeere, lie prouide thee one. 

Cla. Nay, you playde the broker fo ill for your felfe. 

That ye fhall giue me leaue to make my choile 
As fcrhinke good : and to that intent 
I ftiortly meane to leaue you. 

Edw. Leaue me, or tarry, I am full refolu’d, 

Edward will not be ty’d to his brothers willes, 

£>h. My Lords, do me but right. 

And you mu ft confelTc, before it pleafd his highneffc 
To aduance my ftate to Title ofa Queene, 

That I was not ignoble from my birth. 

Edrv. Forbeare my Lone to fawne vpon their frovvnes, 

For thee they muft obey, nay fhall obey, 

And if they lookc for fauour at my hands. 

Mont. My Lord,here is the Meftcnger return’d from Frahce. 



Enter Meffettger, 

Ed. No w firra,wbat letters i Or what newes? 

Mef.No Letters my. Lord, 

And fuch Newes, as without your hig'nneflepardon, 

I darenotrelate. 

Ed. We pardon thee, and (as neere as thou canft) tell me, 
What faide Lewis to our Letters ? 

CMef. At my departure thefe were his very wordes. 

Go tell falfe Edward thy fuppofed King, 

That Lewis ofFrancc is lending ouer Maskers, 

To reuell it with him,and his new bride. 

Ed. Is Lewie fo braue i Belike, he thinkes me Henry. 

But what fay de Lady 'Bona to thefe Wrongs ? 

CMef. Tell him, quoth (Tie, in hope hed proue a widdower 
Shortly, lie weare a willow Garland for his fake. 

Ed. She had the wrong, 

Indeed fhe could fay little Icfle, But what faid Henries Qjjcene, 

For 




Torke and Lane alter. 

For as I heare, (he was then in place ? 

Mf . Tell him quoth fhe, my mourning weeds be done, 
And I am ready to put armour on. 

Ed. Then belike fhe meanes to play the Amazon. 

But what faide Warwicks to thefe injuries t 
Mef. He more incenled then the reft my Lord, 

Tell him quoth he, that he hath done me wrong, 

And therefore lie vnerowne him er’t be long. , 

Ed. Ha, durft the Traitor breath out fuch proud words ? 
But I will arme me to preuent the word. 

But what is Warwicks friends with Margaret ? 

Mef.l my good Lord.they are fo linkt in friendfhip. 

That young Prince Edward marries W'arwickss daughter. 

Cla. The elder, belike C^rence fhall haue the yonger. 

All you that loue me and ITarwtckf follow me. 

Exit £larence and Sower fet . 
Ed. Clarence and Sower fit fled to U^arwicks, 

What fay you brother E.ichard ) ml \ you ftand to vs ? 

gio. I my Lord, in defpight of all that (hall withftand you. 
For why hath Nature made me halt downe right. 

But that I (hould be valiant and ftand to it : 

For if I would, I cannot runne away, 

Edw. Penbrooke,goraifean army prefently, • 

Pitch vp my Tent ; for in the field this night 
I meane to reft, and on the morrow morne, 

He march to meete proud Warwicke.e re he land 
Thofe ftragling troopes which he hath got in France. 

But ere I go, Montague and Haft tngs , 

You aboue all the reft are neere allyed 
In blood to Warwicke : therefore tell me, 

If you fauour him more then me, or not. 

Speake truly, for 1 had rather haue you open enemies , 

Then hollow friends. 

"Mont , So God hclpe Montague , as he proues true. 

Haft.\nd Haftings, as he fauour s Edwards caufe, 

Edw, It (hall fuffice, Come then let’s marchaway. 
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Tine contention of the two famous Houfes , 

Enter Warwicke and Oxford with Soldiors . 

JPrfr.Truftmemy Lords, all hitherto goes well. 

The common people by numbers fwarme to vs, 

But lee where Somerfet and Clarence comes, 

Speake fuddenly my Lord s,are we all friends ? 

Cia.Fczxc not that my Lord. 

War, Then gentle welcome vnto Warwicke, 

And welcome Somerfet, l hold it cowardife. 

To reft miftruftfull, where a noble heart 
Hath pawnd an open hand in figne of loue, 

Elfe might I thinke that Clarence, Edwards brother, 

W ere but a fained friend to our proceedings. 

But welcome fweet Clarence, my daughter (hall be thine. 
And now what rcfts but in nights couerture. 

Thy brother being carlefly encampt. 

His foldiors lurking in the towne about. 

And but attended by a fimplc guard. 

We may furprize and take him at our pleafure. 

Our fcouts haue found the aduenture very eafie. 

Then cry king Henry with refolued mindes. 

And brcakc we prefently into his Tent. 

Cla. Why then lets on our way in ftlent fort. 

For Warwicke and his friends, God and S.Gcorge. 

War. This is his tent,and fee where his guard doth ftand. 
Courage my fouldiers, now or neuer, 

But follow me now, and Edward fhall be ours. 

j4d.h.Warwicke,a Warwicke, 

Alarmcs ,and(jlofier and Hafiings flies. 

Oxf . Who goes there ? 

War. Richard and Ha&ings , let them go,hecre is the Duke 

Edae.Thc Duke, why Warwicke when we parted 
laftjthou calledft me King. 

War,\,bai the cafe is altrcd now. 

When you difgrac’ftme in my Embaffage, 

Then I difgrac’ft you from being King, 



Torke and Lane alter. 

and now am come to create you Duke of Torke, 

. la{f e ,how fhould you gouerne any kingdome. 

That knowes not how to vfe Embaffadors, 

Nor how to vfe your brothers brotherly, 

Nor how to fhroud your felfe from enemies. 

Edtv. Well Warwicke, let fortune do her worft, 

Edward in minde will beare himfelfe a King. 

War. Then for his minde.be Edward Englands King, 

But Henry now fhall weare the Englilh Crowne. 

Go conuay him to our brother Archbifliop of Torke, 

And when I haue fought with penbroke and his followers, 

]lc come and tell thee what the Lady Bona faies. 

And fo fora whilcfarwell goodDukc of Torke. 

Exit fome with Edward. 

£7<j.What followes now ? all hitherto goes well. 

But we muft difpatch fome letters into France, 

To tell the Qucene of our happy fortune. 

And bid her come with fpeed to ioyne with vs. 

War. I that’s the firft thing that we haue to do. 

And free King Henry from imprifonment. 

And fee him feated in his Regall Throne. 

Come lets haftcaway.and hauing paft thefe cares, 

lie pofte to Torke, and fee how Edward fares. Exeunt omneu 

Enter Glofler ,HaJltngs ,and Sir William Stanley, 
gio. Lord Hafiings, and Sir William Stanly , 

Know that the caufe Ifent for you is this* 

Hooke my brother with aflendertraine. 

Should come a hunting iivthis Forreft heere. 

The Bifhop of Torke befriends himmuch, 

And lets him vfe his pleafure in the chafe, 

Now 1 haue priuily fent him word. 

How I am come with you to refeuehim, 

and fee where the huntfman and he doth come. - 

Enter Edward and a Hunt (man. 
khtntf.This way my Lord the Deere is gonc. 

Ou 
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The contention of the two famous Houfes , 

Edw. No this way huntfman. 

Sec where the Keepers ftand.Now brother and the reft, 

What, arc you prouided to depart ? 

Glo. 1,1, the horfeftands at the Parke corner; 

Come, to Lin, and fo take (hipping into Flanders : 

Ed. Come then. Haftings and Stanley, 

1 will requite your loucs. Byflhop farewell, 

Shceld thee from IFarwickes frowne. 

And pray that I may repoffeCfe the Crowne. 

Now huntfman,what will you do? 

Huntf. Marry my Lord, I thinke I had as good 
Go with you, as tarry heere to be hangd. 

gdw. Come then lets away with fpeed. Exeunt omt; 

Enter the Qn$ene,and the Lord Ritters. 

Kiuers. Tell me good Madame, 

Why is your Grace fo paffionate of late ? 

Qtt. Why brother Ritters, heare ye not the newes 
Of that fucceffe King Edward had oflate ? 

Riuers. What i Ioffe of fome pitcht battaile againfttf^rjWf^. 
Tu(h,feare not faire Queene,but caft thofe cares afide. 

King Edwards noble minde, his honours doth difplay ; 

And tVarwicke may lofe, though then he got the day. 

Chi. If that were all,my greefes were at an end, 

But greater troubles will I fcare befall. 

Ri. What, is he taken prifoner by the foe. 

To the danger ofhis royall perfon then ? 

Queen. I ther’smy greefe,King Edward is furpriz’d. 

And led away as prifoner vnto Yorke. 

JE/w.The newes is pafling ftrange I muft confeffe ; 

Yet comfort your felfe, for Edward hath more friends. 

Then Lancafter at this time muft perceyue, 

That fome will fet him in his Throne againe, 

Qu, God grant they may ; but gentle brother come, 

And let me leane vpon thine arme awhile, 

Vntill 1 come vnto the San&uary, 

There to preferue tire fruite within my wombe, ^ 
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of Yorke and Lancajhr, 

$„g Edwordt fecd,true heire to Englands crowne. Exit. 

Enter Edward and Richard , and Haftings, with a 
troopeof Hollanders. 

Edw. Thus far from Belgia lraue we paft the Teas, 
t nd marcht from Raunfpur hauen vnto ft orke : 

Rut foft the gates are (hut, 1 like not this. 

Rich, Sound vp the drum, and call them to the wals. 

Enter the Lord Maior of Yorke , vpon the wals. 

Motor My Lords we had notice of your comming. 

And that’s the caufe we ftand vpon our guard, 

A n d {hut the gates for to preferue the Towne. 

Henry now is king, and we are fworne to him. _ 

Edw- Why my Lord Maior,if Henry be your king, 

Edward! am fure at leaft,is Duke of Yorke. 

Maior. Truth my Lord,we know you for no lefle. 

Edw. I craue nothing but my Dukedome. 

Rich . But when theFoxe hath gotten in his head, 

Hee’l quickly make the body follow after. . > 

jjffi . Why my Lord Maior, what ftand you vpon points t 
Open the gates, we are king Henries friends. 

"Maior. Say you fo,then lie open them prefently. 

J 4 Exttmator • 

Rich.Hy my faith,a wife ftout captaine,and foode perfwaded 

The CMaior opens the doore,and brings the keies inhts hand, 

Edw. So my Lord Maior, thefe gates muft not be (hut, 

But in the time of warre.giuc me the keyes : 

Whatjfeare not man,for Edward will defend 
The towne and you, defpight of all you? foes. 

Enter Sir lohn Montgomery , with drum andfoldtors. 

How now Richard, who is this ? 

Rich, Brother, this is Sir lohn Montgommery , 

A truftie friend,vnle(Te I be deceiude. 

^.Welcome Sir Iobn.VJ herefore come you in armes f 
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The contention of the two famous Hottfes, 

Sir lohn . Tohelpc King Edward in this time of ftormcs 
As cu?ry loyall fubie£\ ought to do. 

•F^iv.Thankes braue Montgomery, 

But I onely claime my Dukedome, 

Vntill it pleafc God to fend the rett. 

Sir lohn.Then fare you well .Drum ftrike vp and let vs 
March away,I came to ferue a King, and not a Duke. 

Sdtv.Ns y flay in/ohn,aiul let vs firft debate. 

With what fecurity we may do this thing. 

Sir lohn .What (land you on debating,to bebriefe. 

Except you prefently proclaime your felfeour King, 

He hence againe,and keepe them backe 
That come to fuccour you, why fhould we fight. 

When you pretend no title ? 

Rscb . Fie brother,ftand you vpon tearmes ? 

Refoluc your felfe,and let vs claime the crowne. 

Edw.l am refolude once more to claimc the crowne,. 

And win it too,or elfe to loie my life. 

Sir lohn. I, now my Soueraigne fpeaketh himfclfe. 

And now will 1 be £ dtvards Ch amp ion. 

Sound Trumpets.for Edwardfh all be prodaimd. 

Edward the fourth, by the grace of God, king of England and 
France , and Lord of Ireland ; and whofoeuer gainfaies King 
Edwards right,by this I challenge him to Angle fight. Long 
liue Edward the fourth. 
jdll . Long liue Edward the fourth. 

Edw. We thanke you all.Lord Maior leade on the way. 

For this night wee’l harbour here in Torke, 

And then as early as the morning funne, 

Lifts vp his beames aboue this horifon, 

Wee’l march to London,to mecte with Warwicks, 

And pull falfe Henry from the Regall throne. 

Exeunt omnes. 



Enter W'ar wicks and Clarence with the Crowne, and then 
King Henry , Oxford , Somerfet^tni the 
young Earle of Richmond. 



King, 



of Torke and Lditcafter. 
jfttfJ'.Thus from the prifon to this princely featc, 
ay Gods great mercies am I brought againc. 

Clarence and Warwicks , do you keepe the crowne, 
gouerne and prote<ft my Realme in peace, 

^nd I w>h fpend the remnant of my daies. 

To fumes rebuke, and my Creators praife. 

War. What anfwercs Clarence to his Soueraignes will f 
Cla . Clarence agrees to what king Henry likes. 

KingMy Lord of Somerfet,what pretty boy 
Is that you feeme to be fo carefull of ? 

Sw.lf it pleafe your gracc,it is young Henry, 

Earle of Richmond. 

King. Henry of Richmond , Come hither pretty Lad. 

If heauenly powers do aime aright 
Tomy diuining thoughts, thou pretty boy, 

Shalt proue this Countries bliffe. 

Thy head is made to weare a princely crowne. 

Thy lookes are all repleatc with Maicfty, 

Make much of him my Lords, 

For this is he fhall helpe you more. 

Then you arc hurt by me. 

Enter one with a Letter to Warwicks « 

JPkr.What counfell Lords, Edward from Belgia, 

With haftie Germanes and blunt Hollanders, 

Is paft in fafety through the narrow feas. 

And with his troopes do march amaine towards London, 
And many giddy headed people follow him. 

Oxf.Tis beft to looke to this betimes, 

For if this fire do kindle any further. 

It will be hard for vs to quench it out. 

War . In Warwicklhirc 1 haue true hearted friends. 

Not mutinous in peace,yet bold in warre. 

Them will I mufter v p,and thou fonne flarence, 

Shalt in Effcx,Suffolke,Norfolke,and in Kent, 

Stir vp the knights and gentlemen to come with thee. 
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And thou brother Montague, in LeiftcrflVirc, 

Buckingham and Northamptonlhire (halt finde. 

Men well indindc to do what thou commands. 

And thou braue Oxford,vtondtous well belou’d, 

Shalt in thy Countries mutter vp thy friends. 

My Soueraigne with his louingCittizens, 

Shall reft in London till wc come to him. 

Fairc Lords take leaue.and ftand not to reply, 

Farewell my Soueraigne. 

X<»<r.Farwell my Hettor, my Times true hope. 

W^r.Farwel fwcet Lords, lets meete at Couentry. 
.^.Agreed. Exeunt omnet , . 

Enter Edward and bis frame. 

Edw. Seize on the (haracfacft Henry, 

And once againe conuey him to the Tower, 

Away with him, I will not hearehim fpeakc. 

And now towards Couentry let vs bend our courfe. 

To meete with f varwicke and his confederates. 

Sxemt omnes, 

Enter Warwieke on the reals. 

War . Where is the pofte thatcamc from valiant Oxford ? 

How farre hence is thy Lord,my honeft fellow ? 

Oxf. pofte, By this at Daintry marching hitherward. 

War. Where is our brother Montague? 

Where is the Pofte that came from Montague ? 

Pofte. I left him at Donfmore with his troopes. 

War. Say Summer fit Id, where is my louing fonne? 

And by thy gucffc,how farre is Clarence hence ? 

Summer. At Southam my Lord I left him with 
His force, and do expeft him two houres hence. 

War. Then Oxford is at hand, I hearc his Drum, i 

Enter Edward and his power. 

CloSee brother, where the furlie Warwieke mans the \IWU» 
War. O vnbid (bight, is fpotfull Edward come i 
Where fleptour (couts,or how are they feduc’d, ^ 



of Torke and Lancaffer . 

'Jhar we could haue no newes of their repaire ? 

iW>v.Now Warwickgjwiht thou be forry for thy faults, 

^nd call Edward king, and he will pardon thee. 

War .Nay rather wilt thou draw thy forces backe, 

Confefle who fet thee vp and puld thee downe. 

Call Warwieke Patron, and be penitent ? 

And thou (halt ftili remaine the Duke of Yorke. 

qio.l had thought at leaft he would haue faid the king. 

Or did he make the ieaft againft his will. 

War’Tvtas Warwieke gaue the kingdome to thy brother. . 

Why then tis mine,if butby Warwicks gift. 

WarAyhut thou art no ^Atlas for fo a great a weight. 

And weakling, Warwieke takes his gift againe, 

Henry is my king, Warwieke his fubicdl. 

Edw . I prethee gallant Warwieke tell me this. 

What is the body when the head is off? 

<j/o.Alaffe,that warwieke had no more forefight, 

But whilft he fought to fteale the (ingle ten. 

The king was finely fingred from the decke. 

You left poore Henry in the Bifhops pallace. 

And ten to one you‘1 meete him in the T ower. 

Sdw.Tis euen fo,and yet you are old Warwieke ftili. 

War. O chcerefull colours,fee where Oxford comes. 

Enter Oxford, with drum and fouldiors . 

Ox. Oxford, Oxford, for Lancaster. Exit. 

Ed.The gates are open, fee, they enter in, 

Lets follow them, and bid them battaile in the ftreetes. 

G/o.No,fo fomc other might fet vpon our backes, 

Wee’l day till all be entered,and then follow them. 

Enter Somerftt,with7)rumandfildiars » 

Som.Somerfet ,Somerfet , for Lancafter. - 

(//o.Two of thy name, both Dukes of Somerfet, 

Haue folde their liuesrmo the houfe of Torke , 

And thou (halt be the third jif my fword hold, 
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Enter Montague, with Drum and Soldiorr , 

Mont. Mont ague, Montague $ox Lancafier. 

£d»».Traitcrou$ Montague Jthou and thy brother 
Shall deerely abide this rebellious a&e. „ 

Enter Clarence with Drum and Soldiers. 

War.KnA loc where George of Clarence fweepes along, 
Ofpower enough to bid his brother battailc. 

Qa. Clarence . Clarence Sox Lancafier. 

Edw. Ettu r Brute,w\\t thou ftab Cafar too ? 

A parlie firra,to George of Clarence. 

Sound aparlie.and Richard and Clarence whiffers together, and then 
Clarence takes his red Rofe out of his Hat , if throwes it at Warwick 

War.C ome Clarence, come, thou wilt if Warwick} t call. 

Cla . Father of Warwicke.know you what this mcanes? 

I throw mine infamy at thee, 

I will not ruinate my fathers houfe, 

(Who gauehfs blood toiime the ftones together) 

Andfetvp Lancafter. Thinkeftthou, 

That Clarence is fo harlii vnnaturall, 

T o lift his lword againft bis brothers life. 

And fo proud hearted Warwicke I defie thee? 

And to my brothers turne my blulhing cheekes. 

Pardon me Edward fax I haue done amifle, 

And Richard do not frowne vpon me. 

For henceforth I will proue no more vneonftant, 

Edw . Welcome Clarence, zuA ten times more welcome* 
Then if thou ncuer hadft deferu’d our hate, 

G/o.Welcomc good Clarence,this is brotherly. % 

War. Oh palling traitor,pcriur’d and vniuft. 

Edw . Now Warwicke ,^ jit thou leaue 
The towne and fight ? or fhall we beate the 
Stones about thine cares ? 

War . Why I am not coopt vp heerc for defence, 

I will away to ftwwfprcfently, 
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And bid thee battailc , Edward if thou dar’ft. 

Bdw.Ycs WarwickehcdarcSfZnd leades the way, 

Lords to thefieldjSaintCfwgeand victory. 

Exeunt omnes. 

Alarmes,and then enter Warwicke wounded. 

War. Ah, who is nie ? Come to me friend or foe. 

And tell me who is \i£tox,Yorke or Warwicke ? 

Why aske 1 that ? my mangled body fhewes, 

That I muft yeeld my body to the earth,. 

And by my fall the conqucft to my foes. 

Thus yeelds the Cedar to the axes edge. 

Whole armes gaue Ihelter to the princely Eagle, 

Vnder whofe lhade the rampant Lyon flept. 

Whole top branch ouer-peerd /oa^fpieading tree. 

The wrinckles in my browes now fild with blond, 

Were likened oft to kingly fepulchers. 

Forwholiu’d king,but 1 could dig his graue? 

And who durft fmile,when Warwicke bent his brow i . 
Loenowmy glory fmeard in duft and blood. 

My parkcs.my walkes.my mannors that 1 had, 

Euen now foriake me,dod of all my Lands, 

Is nothing left nic but mybodies length. 

Enter Oxford and Somerfet* 

Oxf.hh Warwicke , Warwicke, cheese vp thy lelfe and liue. 

For yet there’s hope enough to win the day. 

Our warlike Queene with treopes is come from Trance , 

And it. South hampfon landed all her traine,- 
And mightft thou liue,then would we neuer flic, 

War.W hy then I would not flie,noi haue I now, 

But Hercules himfelfe muft yeeld to ods. 

For many wounds recei u’d^and many more repaide. 

Hath robd my ftrong knit finewes of their ftrengtb. 

And fpite of fpites needs muft I yeeld to death, 

-Sew.Thy brother- Montague hath breath’d hislaft, 

Pu And 
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And at the pangs of death 1 heard him cry 
And fay, Commend me to my valiant brother : 

And more he would haue fpoke, and more he faide, 
Whichfounded like a clamour in a vault, 

That could not be diftinguifht for the found. 

And fo the valiant Montague gaue vp the ghoft. 

War. What is pompe, rule, reigne, but earth and dull? 
And Hue we ho w we can, yet dye we mud* 

Sweet reft his foule, flye Lords, and faue your feliaes. 

For fVarwickeb ids you all farewell to mecte in heauen. 

He dyes. 

Oxf* Come Noble Somerfet, let’s take ourhorfc. 

And caufe recreate be founded through the Campe, 

That all our friends that yet remaine aliue, 

May be forewarn’d, and faue themfelues by flight. 

That done, with them weell pofte vnto the Queene, 

And once more try our fortune in the field. 

Sxit ambo, 

1 

Enter Edward, fiarence, and Glofier , with 
Soldiers. 

Edw. Thus (till our fortune giues vs vi&orie, 
r . And girt our temples with triumphant ioyes. 

Thebig-bon’d traitor warwicke hath breath’d his laft. 

And heauen this day hath fmil’d vponvs all. 

But in this deare and brightfome day, 

1 fee a blacke fufpitious clowd appeare. 

That will encounter with our glorious Sunne, 

Before he game his eafefull wefterne beames 5 

Imeane thofepow’rs which the Queenehath got in France 

Are landed, and meane once more to menace vs. 

Glo. Oxford and Somerfet are fled to her, 

And’tis likely, if (he haue time to breath. 

Her faftion will be full as ftrong as ours. 

* Edw. We are aduertifde by our louing friends. 

That they do hold their courfe towardes Tewksbury : 
Thither will we, for willingnefle rids way J 
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indin euery Country as we paff« along, 

Anr ftreneths (hall be augmented. 

S"' letsco.fotifwc fheke this bright fnnmrcrs day, 
shl ,pt winters (howets will matte our hope for hare^ ^ 

Enter the Queue ,Prince Edward, Oxford and Somerfet, 
with Drum and Soldiers. 

Qtteene. Welcome to England,my louing friends of France, 
Andvvelcome Somerfet, and Oxford too. 

Once more haue we fpread our failes abroad, 
and though our tackling be almoft confumde, 
and tVarwicke as our maine IVlaft ouerthrowne, 

Yet warlike Lords raife you that fturdie pofte. 

That beares the failes to bring vs vnto reft, 
and Ned and I as willingPilots (hould, 

For once with carefull mindes guide on the fterne, 

Tobcare vs through that dangerous gulfe 
That hecretofore hath fwallowed vp our friends. 

Prince. And if there be (as God forbid there (hould) 
amongft vs a timerous or fcarefull man. 

Let him depart before the battailes ioync, 

Lead he in time of need entice another, 
and fo withdraw the foldiours hearts from vs, 

I will not (land aloofe and bid you fight. 

But with my fword preafe in the thickeft throngs, 
and (ingle Edward from his ftrongeft guard, 
andhand to hand enforce him forto yeeld, 

Orleaue my body aswitneffe of my thoughts, 

Oxf . Women and children of fo high refolue. 

And warriors faint, why twcreperpetualllhame. 

Ohbraue young Prince, thy noble grandfather 
Doth Hue againe in thee. 

Long maift thou Hue to beare his image. 

And to renew his glories. , c , 

Som. And he that turnes and flies when fuch do ngnt. 

Let him to bed,and like the Owlc by day ^ ^ 
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Be hift, and wondered at if he arife. 

£ nter a Mejfenger. 

Meff. My Lords, Duke Edward with a mighty power 
Is marching hitherwards to fight with you. 

Oxf. I thought it was his policy to take vs vnprouid'ed. 

But here will we ftand and fight it to the death. 

Enter K .Edward, Clarence, Glofter,Hafiings , and fotildicrt, 

Edw. See brothers, yonder ftands the thorny wood, 

Which by G ods afliftance, and your proweffc. 

Shall with our fwords ere night be deane cut downe. 

Queen. Lords, Knights, and Gentlemen, what I (houldfay 
My teares gainfay.For as you fee,Idrinke 
The water of mine eyes. Then no more but this :• 

Henry our King is prifoner in the T ower, 

His land, and all our friends, are quite diftreft. 

And yonder ftands the Wolfe that makes all this ; 

Then on Gods name Lords together cry, Saint George. 
tsfll. Saint George for Lancafter. 

Jlarmes to the battellyYorke flies, thenthe chambers be dtfchargeL 
Then enter the King, Clarence, Glofier,and the refi, making a great, 
fhout, and cry, for Yorke, for Torke,and then the Qneene, Prince, 
Oxford, and Somerfet are taken , and then found and enter all a- 
gft'tne . 

Edw. Lo here a period of tumultuous broyles. 

Away with Oxford to Hames Caftlc ftraight. 

For Somerfet, off with his guilty head. 

Away, I will not heare them fpeake. _ 

Oxf. For my part lie not trouble thee with words. Exit Oxf. 
Sow.Norl, but ftoop with patience to my death. txitSum . 
Edw.Now Edward, what fatisfa&ion canft thou make. 

For ftirringvp my fubiedts to rebellion ? 

Prin. Speakelike a fubiect proud ambitious Yorke; 
Suppofe that I am now my fathers mouth, 

Refigne thy chaire,and where I ftand, kneele thou, 

Whilft I propofe the felfefame words to thee, ^ 




4 of Yorke and Lancafter. 

Which Traitor thou wouldft haue me anfwer to, 

Qu.Oh that thy father had bene fo refolu’d. 

That you might ftill haue kept your peticote, 

End nerc haue ftolne the breech from Lancafter. 

prtn. Let «✓£/*/> fable in * winters night. 

His currifti Riddles forts not with this place. 

Glo. By heauen brat,ile plague you for that word. 

Qu. I, thou waft borne to be a plague to men. 

Glo. For Gods fake take away this captiue fcold. 

Prin. Nay take away this icolding Crookc-backc rather. 
Edw. Peace wilfull boy, or I will tame your tongue. 

CU. Vntu tot’d Lad, thou art too malapart. 

Pri ’n. I know my duty, you are all vndutifull. 

Lafciuious Edward, and thou periur’dGcorgc, 

And thou milhapen Dicke, I tell you all 

I am your better. Traitors as you be. 

Edw. Take that, thou likeneffc of this railer here. Stabs km . 
Qu. Oh kill me too. 

Clo. Marry and (hall. , , 

Ed. Hold Richard hold, for we haue done too much already 
Glo. Why fhould ftie Hue to fill the world with words* 

Ed. What doth (he fwound ? 

Make meanesfor her recouery. 

Glo. Clarence, excufe me to the King my brother, 

I muft to London on a ferious matter. 

Ere you come there, you (hall hearc.more new e*. 

Cla. About what,' prethee tell me ? 

Glo. The Tower man, the Tower : He roote them out. 

exit Glojter* 



Qh. Ah Ned, fpeake to thy Mother boy: 

Ah, thou canft not fpeake. 

Traitors, Tyrants, bloody Homicides, 

They that ftab*d Cdfiir fhed no blood at all. 

For he was a man ; this, in refpe& a childe. 

And men ncrc fpend their fury on a childc. 
What*s worfe thenTyrant that I may not name s* 
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You haue no children diuels.ifyou had, 

The thought of them would then haue ftopt your rage, 

But if you euer hope to haue a fonne, 

Looke in his youth to haue him fo cut off. 

As traitors you haue done this fweet young Prince. - 

Edw. Away, and beare her hence. 

Oueene. Nay nerc beare me hence, difpatch 
Me heere, heere fheathe thy fword, 
lie pardon thee my death. Wilt thou not i 
Then Clarence, do thou do it. 

Ha.fty heauen I would not do thee fo muen eale. 

Otieene . Good (ftaretteo do, fweet Clarence kill me too. 
CAt.Didft thou not heare. roe fwcare I would not doit? 
Queen, thou vfeft to fdrfwearc thy felfe, 

Twas fit)”' before.but now tis charity* 

Where’s the butcher ,hard-fauoured Richard , 

Richard where art thou ? He is nothere. 

Murder is his almes -deed. 

Petitioners for blood, hee’l nerc put backe. 

Edw. Away I fay, and take her hence perforce. 

On.So come to you and yours,as to this Prince. Exiti 
^jy.ClarencejWhether is Glofter gone ? 

CU . Marry my Lord to London, and as I guefle. 

To make a bloody fupper in the Tower. 

Edw . He is fudden if a thing come in hjs head, 
Well 5 difchargc the common foldiors with pay 
and thanks,and now lets toward London, 

To fee our gentle Queene how lhedoth tare. 

For by this 1 hope (he hath a fonne for vs. 

Enter Glofter to King Henry in the Tower , 

Glo. Good day my Lord. What at your bookefo hard ? 

Hen. I my good Lord.Lord I (hould fay rather, 

Tis finne to flatter, good was little better. 

Good Glofter, and good Diuell.were all alike, 

VVhat fcenc of death hath Kojin* now to a<5xe i 
. C/e.Sufpitionalwaics haunts aguilty minde. 



of Yorke and lancaffer. 

^.Thebird once limde, doth fearethefatall bufii, 
s n d 1 the haplcfle maile to one poore bird, 

S 3 ue now the fatall obie& in mine eie. 

Where my poore young was limde, was caught and kifd. 

Glo^K hy,what a foole was that of Creetet 
That taught his fonne tire office of a bird, 

\nd yet for all that the poore Fowle was drownd, 
tfe ». I Dedalus , my poore fonne f carat, 

Thy father Minos that denide our courfe. 

Thy brother Edward , the fun ne that fearde his wings. 

And thou the enuieft gulfe thatfwallowed him. 

Oh better can my breaft abide thy daggers point. 

Then can mine cares that tragieke hiftory. 

G/o.Why doft thou thiukel am an executioner ? 

Hen. A perfecutor I am Cure thou arc. 

And if murdering innocents be executions. 

Then I know thou art an executioner. 

Glo. Thy fonne I kildfbr his preemption, 

//e»*Hadft thou bin kild when firft thou didft prefume. 
Thou hadft not liude to kill a lbnne of mine-, 

And thus I prophefie of thee. 

That many a widow for her husbands deata, 

And many an infants water ftanding eie, 

Widowes for their husbands, children for their fathers. 
Shall curfe the time that euer thou wert borne. 

The Owle fhrikt at thy birth, an euill figne. 

The night Crow cride.aboding lucklefletanc. 

Dogs howld, and hideous tempefts fhooke downc trees, 
The Rauen rookt heron the Chimrties top; 

And chattering Pies in difmall difeord fung, 

Thy mother felt more then a mothers paine, 

And yet brought forth leffe then a mothers hope, 

Towit : an vndigeft created lumpe, 

Not likethe fruite of fuch a goodly tree, 

Teeth hadft thou in thy head when thou waft borne, 

To fignifie thou cam’ft to bite the world, 

And if the reft be true that I haue heard, 
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The contention of the two fmoUe Houfes , 



Thou earn’d into the world 

gto. Die prophet in thy fpeechjile heare no more. 
For this aroongft the reft was I ordain’d. 



Stubs him 



Hedi 






Hen. lj and for much more (laughter after this. 

OGod forgiuemy finnes, and pardon thee. 

Glo . What ? will the afpiring blood of Lancafter 
Sinke into the ground ? I had thought it would haue mounted. 
See how my fword weepes for the poore Kings death. 

Now may fuch purple tcares alwayes be filed. 

For fuch as fecke the downfall of our houfe. Stab him awn,, 

Downe, downe to hell, and fay I fent thee thither •• 

I, that haue neither pitty, loue, nor fearc. 

Indecde twas true that Henry told me ©f. 

For 1 haue often heard my mother fay, 

I came into the world with my legges forward. 

Andhad I not reafon thinke you to make haft. 

And feeke their ruines that vfurp’d our rights ? 

The women weeping, and the Midwife crying, 

0 Iefus blefic vs, he is borne with teeth : 

A nd fo I was indeedc. Which plainly fignified,' 

That I ftiould lharle and bite, and play the Dogge. 

Then, fince heauen hath made my body fo. 

Let hell make crook’d my minde to anfwer it, 

1 had no Father, I am like no Father ; 

I haue no brothers, I am like no brothers ; 

And this word Lone, which gray-beards terme Diuine, 

Be refident in men like one another. 

And not in me, I am my fclfe alone. 

Clarence beware, thou keptft me from the light. 

But I will fort a pitchy day for thee : 

For I will buz abroad fuch Prophefies, 

Vnder pretence of outward feeming ill. 

As Edward (hall be fearefull ofhis life. 

And then to purge his feare, lie be thy death. 

King Henry, and the Prince his fonne are gone. 

And Clarence thou art next muft follow them. 

So by one and one dilpatching all the reft, 



of Yorkeand Lancaster. 

Counting my felfe but bad,till I be beft. 

Tic drag thy body in andther roome. 

And triumph Henry in thy day of doome. Exit. 

Enter King Edward, Queeite Elizabeth, and a Ntrefe with thepnng 
Prince ,and £larence,g loft er, Battings, and others. 

Edw . Once morewefitiriEnglands.thronc', ^ i-- J- 

Repurchaft with the blood of enemies, 

Wh?t valiant foemen like to Atttumnes come, 

Haue we mow’d downe in tops of all their pride ? 

Three Dukes of Soraerfet, three-fold renownd 

For hardy and vndoubtedChampions. 

Two Cliffords, as the father and the lonne. 

And two Northumbcrlandsjtwo braucr men 
Nerefpurd their Courfers at the trumpets found- 
With them the two rough hczres,TVarwicke and UWortague, 
That in their chaines fettered the Kingly Lion, 

And made the Forreft tremble when they roard, 

Thus haue we fwept fufpition from our feat. 

And made our footftoole of fecurity. 

Come hither 2#,and let me kiffe my boy, 

Young Ned , for thee,thine Vnckle* and my felfe, 

Haue in our armours watcht the winters night, 

Marcht all afoot,in fummers folding heate. 

That thou mightft repoffeffe the crowne in peace. 

And of our labours thou (halt rcape the gaine. 

Glo . lie blafthisharueft,if your head were laid, 

For yet I am not lookt on in the world. 

This fhoulder was ordaind fo tbicke to heaue. 

And heaue it fhall fome weight, or breake my backe, 

Worke thou the way, and thou (halt execute. 

Edw. Brothers of Clarence and of Gloftcr, 

Pray loue my lonely Queene, 

And kifie your Princely Nephew, both, 

' Cla . The duty thatl owe vntoyour Maicfty, 

I (ealc vpon the collate lips of this fweete Babe- Quyene 
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The contention »f the tvoofnmtus Hoitfes, 
j£?«M»<?.Thankes noble Clarence ^ worthy brother thanke*. 
Glo.hnd that I loue the fruite from whence thou fprangft s 
Witnefle the louing kifle I giue the childe. * 

To fay the truth,fo Indus kift his rnafter. 

And io he cridc all haile, and meant all harme. 

£Jw.Now am I fcated as my foule delights, 

Cla . What will your grace haue done with ^Margstret ? 
Reynard, her father, to the King of Trance 
Hath pawnd the Cicels and Ierufalem, 

And hither haue they fent it for a ranfome. 

Ed*. Away with her,and waft her hence to France, 

And now what refls,but that we fpend the time. 

With ftately triumphs and mirthfull comicke (hewes. 

Such as befits the plealures of the Court. 

Sound Drums and Trumpets,farwell to fowre annoy,’ 

For heete I hope begins out lading ioy. 

Extant omnet. 



FINIS. 
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